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LETTERS  TO   HIS   FATHER  AND 
MOTHER,  1815-1826 

To  Madame  la  Comtesse  Hugo,  at  Thionville. 

2nd  August  I  81  5. 
My  dear  Mamma, — We  are  very  dull  here  since 
you  left.  We  often  go  to  see  M.  Foucher,  as  you  told 
us  to  do.  He  proposed  to  us  to  join  in  the  lessons  his 
sons  are  taking ;  we  thanked  him  and  declined.  Every 
morning  we  work  at  Latin  and  mathematics.  A  letter 
with  a  black  seal,  and  addressed  to  Abel,  came  the  evening 
you  went  away.  M.  Foucher  will  send  it  on  to  you» 
He  was  kind  enough  to  take  us  to  the  museum.  .  .  . 
Come  home  soon.  We  don't  know  what  to  say  or  do 
without  you  :  we  are  quite  lost.  We  are  always  thinking 
of  you.    Mamma,  mamma  ! — Your  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 
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To  Monsieur  le  G^ni^ral  Hugo,  at  his  country-place 
of  Saint- Lazare^  near  Blois. 

Paris,  d^th  July  1822. 

My  dear,  kind  Papa, — With  the  completion  of  my 
business  at  the  Ministry  comes  the  day  which  is  to  make 
me  a  happy  man ;  ^  my  impatience  is  great,  and  you  will 
understand  this.  When  I  have  received  all  from  you, 
how  shall  I  be  able  to  pay  my  debt  ? 

I  thought  I  had  told  you  that  Eugene  has  no  means 
of  support  besides  the  allowance  you  make  him,  until  he 
earns  something  by  his  own  work ;  that  is  why  I  so  often 
begged  you  to  be  generous  to  him.  No  doubt,  when  he 
calms  down  he  will  feel  all  the  gratitude  he  owes  you. 

We  shall  continue  to  bear  the  sacrifice  which  neces- 
sity imposes  on  us ;  we  do  not  doubt  that,  as  it  is  your 
doing,  the  reason  is  that  you  could  not  act  otherwise. 

Farewell,  dear  papa ;  I  am  impatiently  awaiting  your 
poem  and  the  advice  you  promise  me.  My  warmest 
thanks  for  all  the  trouble  you  are  taking  with  me ;  your 
hints  may  turn  out  very  useful  to  me  for  my  second 
edition,  which  I  must  soon  begin  to  think  about,  for  the 
present  one  is  being  exhausted  far  more  rapidly  than  I 
dared  hope.  Do  you  think  any  copies  will  be  sold  at 
Blois  ? 

I  have  no  space  to  write  to  you  about  my  grand 
literary  plans,  but  enough  to  tell  you  once  more  how 
much  I  love  and  respect  you. — With  love,  your  dutiful 
son,  Victor. 

^  His  marriage  with  Mile.  Adele  Foucher. 
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TO  FATHER  AND  MOTHER,  1815-1826 


Paris,  26th  July, 

My  dear  Papa, — Your  letter  has  made  my  joy  and 
gratitude  complete,  but  I  did  not  expect  anything  less 
from  my  good  and  loving  father.  I  have  just  come 
back  from  seeing  M.  Lourdoneix  ;  in  a  few  days  he  is  to 
give  me  an  exact  date,  and  then  I  will  show  your  letter 
to  M.  and  Mme.  Foucher.  So  I  shall  owe  all  to  you, — my 
life,  my  happiness,  everything  !  You  have  the  right  to 
expect  the  deepest  gratitude  from  me,  you  who  have 
filled  the  great  blank  left  in  my  heart  by  the  death  of 
my  beloved  mother ! 

As  regards  the  pension  I  have  just  got  from  the 
King's  Privy  Purse,  I  must  tell  you  that  I  do  not  receive 
the  July  quarterly  instalment,  so  that  it  will  not  begin 
till  the  1st  of  October,  which  puts  off  the  happy  day  to 
the  end  of  September ;  it  is  a  long  time  to  wait,  but  I 
console  myself  by  thinking  that  my  happiness  is  settled. 
When  hope  has  been  changed  into  certainty,  patience  is 
an  easier  matter.  Dear  papa,  if  you  only  knew  what  an 
angel  you  will  have  for  a  daughter  !  I  am  still  anxiously 
awaiting  your  poem,  and  I  shall  use  the  numbers  of  the 
Thionville  paper  in  the  way  you  suggest.  A  Spaniard 
named  dAbayma,  who  came  to  see  me  yesterday,  spoke 
to  me  of  my  father  in  a  way  which  would  have  made  me 
feel  proud  of  him,  if  I  had  not  been  so  already. 

I  have  no  prejudice  against  your  present  wife,  as  I 
have  not  the  honour  of  knowing  her.  I  feel  for  her  the 
respect  which  I  owe  to  the  lady  who  bears  your  honoured 
name  ;  it  was  therefore  without  any  reluctance  that  I 
begged  you  to  express  my  sentiments  to  her.    I  could  not 
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have  selected  a  better  person  to  do  this,  could  I,  my 
dear  good  father  ? 

Farewell,  dear  papa ;  take  care  of  yourself,  and  love 
your  happy,  devoted,  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 

In  my  next  letter  I  will  tell  you  of  all  the  work 
which  a  happy  married  life  will  enable  me  to  undertake 
with  a  calm  spirit,  a  clear  head,  and  a  contented  mind. 
Perhaps  you  will  approve,  at  anyrate ;  that  is  my  fondest 
wish. 


Paris,  Zth  August. 

My  dear  Papa, — Just  as  I  am  beginning  this  letter, 
my  monthly  allowance  is  brought  me.  The  thirty-six 
francs  which  came  with  it  shall  be  sent  to  their  destina- 
tion this  very  day.  The  numbers  of  the  interesting 
Thionville  papers  which  you  intended  for  the  Acadhnie 
des  Sciences  and  for  the  editor  of  the  Dictionnaire  des 
Generaux  Franqais  have  already  reached  theirs. 

I  hasten  to  discuss  your  ingenious  poem.  I  was 
longing  to  tell  you  all  the  pleasure  I  experienced  in 
reading  it;  I  have  already  read  it  three  times,  and  I 
know  some  of  the  passages  in  it  by  heart.  There  are 
a  number  of  excellent  lines  on  every  page — as  for 
instance, 

Et  vendre  a  tout  venant  le  pardon  que  je  donne, 
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and  descriptions  full  of  life  and  esprit^  such  as  that  of 
Lucifer  taking  his  telescope  to  look  at  the  angel.  Several 
of  my  friends,  who  are  also  among  our  most  distinguished 
literary  men,  share  my  opinion  of  your  work  ;  so  you 
see,  dear  papa,  I  am  not  biassed  by  the  deep  love  and 
tender  gratitude  which  I  shall  ever  feel  for  you. — Your 
dutiful  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 

Another  line,  dear  papa,  although  the  post  is  just 
going.  I  cannot  help  telling  you  how  surprised  I  am 
that  you  took  such  a  short  time  to  compose  your  pretty 
poem  ;  pray  tell  me  about  your  health  in  your  next 
letter.  That  was  a  charming  plan  of  spending  the 
autumn  with  you  ;  I  recognised  your  kind  heart  in  it, 
but  this  pleasure  must  be  postponed  till  next  year;  nothing 
will  stand  in  the  way  of  it  then. 


Paris,  iist  August  1822. 

Now,  dear  Papa,  it  is  your  turn  to  be  bothered. 
There  is  every  indication  that  my  affairs  at  the  Home 
Office  will  be  settled  at  last,  and  that  my  happiness  will 
begin ;  but  I  shall  require  my  birth  and  baptismal  certifi- 
cates. I  apply  to  you,  my  dear  kind  father,  as  I  have 
no  acquaintances  at  Besangon  ;  I  do  not  know  how  to  set 
about  getting  these  two  documents  ;  I  must  appeal  to 
your  inexhaustible  kindness.  I  should  like  to  have  them 
at  once,  for  if  I  waited  longer  I  should  be  so  afraid  they 
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might  delay  my  happiness,  which  seems  already  so  long 
in  coming.  I  know  your  kind  heart,  I  know  you  will  put 
yourself  in  my  place ;  pardon  me  for  troubling  you  once 
more.  You  sent  us  our  certificates  of  birth  four  years 
ago,  but  when  we  entered  our  names  at  the  School  of  Law 
we  were  obliged  to  leave  them  in  the  office,  in  conformity 
with  the  law,  and  the  law  does  not  allow  of  their  return. 
You  would  therefore  oblige  me  very  much  by  getting 
this  document  for  me,  as  well  as  my  baptismal  certificate, 
which  is  necessary  for  the  Church,  as  you  know. 

Farewell,  dear  good  papa  ;  the  offer  in  your  charming 
letter,  to  send  me  some  of  the  sketches  you  made  of 
Saint-Lazare,  fills  me  with  joy  and  with  tender  gratitude. 
It  will  be  delightful  to  me  to  put  such  precious  ornaments 
in  the  apartment  which  will  witness  my  happiness.  Pray 
do  not  forget  to  keep  this  promise,  to  which  I  attach 
such  importance. 

Send  me  an  answer  as  soon  as  possible,  and  tell  me  a 
great  deal  about  your  health,  your  daily  occupations,  and 
your  affection  for  your  sons,  which  can  scarcely  be  repaid 
by  all  the  love  and  respect  of  your  own 

Victor. 

Everybody  here  sends  you  their  best  love.  I  fancy 
that  you  see  at  Blois  the  papers  which  notice  my  collec- 
tion of  poems ;  if  you  like,  I  will  send  you  those  which  I 
come  across.  Pray  tell  me  what  you  are  doing  just  now  ; 
you  know  how  it  interests  me.  Forgive  this  scrawl,  I  am 
writing  with  a  maimed  hand ;  I  cut  myself  slightly  with 
a  penknife,  but  it  won't  be  anything.  Farewell,  dear 
papa ;  once  more,  fond  love. 
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TO  FATHER  AND  MOTHER,  1815-1826 


Paris,  13///  September  1822. 

My  dear  Papa, — M.  de  Lourdoneix  having  faithfully 
promised  me  that  my  Home  Office  pension  should  be  paid 
me  during  M.  de  Peyronnet's  ad  interhn  administration, 
I  have  delivered  your  letter  to  M.  Foucher,  and  you 
should  have  received  his  reply.  We  are  now  waiting 
only  for  your  duly  authenticated  consent. 

Dear  papa,  Abel's  silence  is  due  only  to  his  many 
engagements.  I  showed  him  your  letter,  and  he  will 
himself  hasten  to  dispel  a  doubt  which  is  painful  to 
him. 

I  am  sure  I  have  been  baptized,  even  though  it  was 
not  at  Besangon,  and  you  can  understand  how  annoying 
it  would  be  to  have  to  go  through  the  ceremony  again  at 
my  age.  My  illustrious  friend,  M.  de  Lamennais,  told 
me  that  a  declaration  to  the  effect  that  I  had  been 
baptized  abroad  (in  Italy),  coupled  with  yours,  would 
suffice.  You  understand  what  important  reasons  I  have 
for  wishing  you  to  send  me  this  simple  declaration. 

To-day  is  the  i  3th,  my  dear  father,  and  I  have  not 
yet  received  our  monthly  allowance.  You  are  always  so 
careful  in  anticipating  your  son's  wants  that  I  am  sure 
the  delay  is  due  solely  to  the  Messageries.  But  I  tell 
you  of  it,  dear  papa,  feeling  convinced  that  you  will 
hasten  to  relieve  our  embarrassment. 

Farewell,  my  excellent  father  ;  I  love  you,  I  send 
you  my  best  love,  and  I  am  longing  to  see  you,  and  to 
see  you  in  good  health. — Your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 
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Paris,  \Zth  September  1822. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  am  answering  your  letter  by- 
return  of  post  to  thank  you  for  the  declaration  you  have 
sent  me,  and  I  beg  you  will  be  as  prompt  in  letting  me 
have  your  duly  authenticated  consent.  I  am  most  anxious 
that  my  marriage  should  take  place  on  the  7th  or  8th  of 
October,  for  a  very  important  reason  (in  addition  to  the 
sentimental  ones,  which  you  know  are  not  less  so),  viz. 
that  I  am  obliged  to  give  up  the  rooms  I  am  now 
occupying  on  the  7th  of  October.  I  have  therefore 
begged  M.  and  Mme.  Foucher  to  have  the  banns 
published  for  the  first  time  on  Sunday  next,  the  22nd; 
they  will  be  over  by  Sunday  the  6th  of  October;  but 
these  banns  must  also  be  published  where  you  reside, 
and  by  the  6th  October  notice  must  be  received  at  our 
parish  of  Saint-Sulpice  of  the  complete  publication  of 
the  banns  at  Blois,  which  cannot  be  done  unless  you  will 
kindly  buy  off  one  of  them  from  your  parish.  You 
understand,  my  dear  papa,  how  pressing  is  the  necessity 
which  makes  me  prefer  this  urgent  request.  It  is  a 
question  of  sparing  me  the  trouble  and  expense  of  two 
moves,  one  after  the  other,  at  a  time  which  is  naturally 
attended  with  so  much  trouble  and  expense ;  it  is 
also  a  question  of  hastening  on  my  happiness  by  a 
few  days,  and  I  know  your  kind  heart  too  well  to  say 
more. 

I  have  everything  in  order ;  I  have  had  a  notarial 
copy  made  of  the  certificate  of  birth  left  at  the  Law 
School,  which  is  as  good  as  the  original.  When  I  have 
received  your  consent,  I  shall  be  able  to  comply  with  all 
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TO  FATHER  AND  MOTHER,  1815-1826 


the  civil  formalities ;  the  document  you  have  sent  me 
to-day  will  do  also  for  the  religious  formalities. 

The  Christian  name  and  surname  of  my  beloved 
fiancee  are  Adele  Julie  Foucher,  a  minor,  and  daughter 
of  Pierre  Foucher,  Head  Clerk  at  the  War  Office,  Knight 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and  of  his  wife  Anne  Victoire 
Asseline.  You  will  receive  this  information  for  the 
publication  of  the  banns. 

Do  try,  dear  papa,  to  send  us  the  arrears  of  our 
allowance  as  soon  as  possible ;  you  understand  how 
much  I  am  in  need  of  money  just  now.  I  entreat  you 
also,  dear  kind  papa,  to  do  your  best  to  continue  your 
allowance  to  my  brothers  Eugene  and  Abel.  Do  not 
forget  that  Eugene  was  a  little  off  his  head  when  he  wrote 
to  you,  and  give  him,  if  you  can,  this  fresh  proof  of  your 
fatherly  love  and  generosity.  As  for  me,  I  shall  not 
trouble  you  with  my  wants ;  my  Government  pension 
will  be  paid  me  from  the  ist  of  October ;  I  shall  doubt- 
less not  have  to  wait  for  my  home  allowance,  and 
although  I  must  spend  a  good  deal  of  money  just  now, 
still,  by  working  hard  and  sitting  up  late,  I  shall  perhaps 
manage  to  make  it  good  ; — work  will  be  easy  to  me  now  ; 
1  am  going  to  be  so  happy  ! 

In  conclusion,  allow  me  to  remind  you,  my  own 
dearest  papa,  how  very  important  are  all  my  requests 
to  you  about  forwarding  your  legal  consent,  about  the 
publication  of  the  banns,  and  buying  off  one  set  in  your 
parish. 

Farewell ;  forgive  this  scrawl,  and  accept  my  warmest 
and  best  thanks. — Your  dutiful  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 
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M.  and  Mme.  Foucher  are  much  touched  by  all 
your  kind  messages  to  them.  You  will  see  one  day 
what  a  present  they  are  making  you,  when  I  bring  you 
your  daughter. 

I  will  send  you  at  once  all  the  papers  I  have  been 
able  to  get  in  which  my  collection  of  poems  is  noticed. 
It  still  sells  very  well,  and  in  a  short  time  it  will  have 
paid  its  expenses.  This  is  extraordinary  at  this  time  of 
year. 

I  have  been  obliged  to  correct  an  oversight  in  the 
document  you  sent  me;  I  was  born  on  the  26th  of 
February  1802,  not  1801. 


Paris,  \^th  October  1822. 

My  dear  Papa, — The  happiest  and  the  most 
grateful  of  sons  is  writing  to  you.  From  the  12th  of 
this  month  I  have  enjoyed  the  most  delightful  and  the 
most  perfect  happiness,  and  I  see  no  end  to  it  in  the 
future ;  it  is  to  you,  dear  kind  papa,  that  I  owe  these  pure 
and  lawful  joys,  it  is  you  who  have  given  me  my 
happiness  ;  accept  then,  for  the  third  time,  the  assurance 
of  my  deepest  and  tenderest  gratitude. 

I  did  not  write  to  you  during  the  first  days  of  my 
bliss,  because  my  heart  was  too  full  for  words ;  even  now 
you  will  make  allowance  for  me,  my  good  father,  for  I 
hardly  know  what  I  am  writing.  I  am  absorbed  in  a 
deep  feeling  of  love,  and,  so  long  as  this  letter  is  full  of 
it,  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  your  kind  heart  will  be 
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satisfied.  Your  angelic  Adele  unites  with  me;  if  she 
dared  she  would  write  to  you,  but  now  that  we  two  are 
one,  her  heart  feels  as  mine  for  you. 

Allow  me,  in  concluding  this  too  short  letter,  my 
dear  good  father,  to  commend  my  brothers'  interests  to 
you ;  I  have  no  doubt  you  have  already  decided  in  their 
favour,  and  it  is  only  to  hasten  the  execution  of  your 
decision  that  I  mention  the  subject  again. 

Farewell,  then,  dear  papa ;  I  leave  you  with  regret. 
Still,  it  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  assure  you  once  more  of 
the  dutiful  love  and  unchanging  gratitude  of  your  happy 
children.  VICTOR. 

My  two  brothers  send  you  their  fond  love.  My 
father-in-law  and  mother-in-law  were  much  pleased  with 
your  letter ;  I  believe  M.  Foucher  will  soon  send  you  a 
reply ;  he  is  looking  after  my  Uncle  Louis'  interests  at 
the  War  Office. 


Paris,  19//^  November  1822. 
My  dear  Papa, — All  the  tender  and  personal 
expressions  in  your  kind  letter  have  been  received  here 
by  two  hearts  which  are  now  one  in  their  love  for  you. 
1  cannot  tell  you  how  touched  my  Adele  was  by  the 
expression  of  your  affection,  which  she  well  deserves  in 
return  for  that  which  she  has  deigned  to  bestow  on  your 
son.  She  will  tell  you  herself  all  she  feels  for  you. 
Pray  be  so  good  as  to  tell  our  stepmother  how  grateful 
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we  are  for  all  that  she  kindly  did  to  hasten  our  happy 
union. 

I  showed  your  letter  to  my  brothers.  Abel  is 
going  to  write  to  you  ;  they  beg  me  to  send  you  their  best 
love.  Pray  accept  the  same  from  myself,  and  allow  me 
to  leave  the  rest  of  this  sheet  for  your  daughter. — Your 
dutiful  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 


20th  December  1822. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  am  writing  to  you  from 
the  bedside  of  Eugene,  who  is  ill,  and  dangerously  ill. 
His  deplorable  state  of  mind,  about  which  I  had  so 
often  told  you,  grew  so  much  worse  during  the  last  few 
months  as  to  profoundly  alarm  us  all,  although  we 
could  not  seriously  remedy  it,  for,  as  he  retained  the 
free  use  of  his  will,  he  obstinately  declined  all  help  and 
attention.  His  love  of  solitude,  indulged  in  to  a  frightful 
extent,  has  accelerated  a  crisis,  which  may  perhaps  be 
salutary — at  least,  one  must  hope  so — but  which  is  none 
the  less  extremely  serious,  and  will  leave  him  in  a 
critical  condition  for  a  long  time  to  come.  Abel  and 
M.  Foucher  will  give  you  more  details  on  this  melancholy 
subject.  For  the  present  I  hasten  to  beg  you  to  be  good 
enough  to  send  us  some  money ;  you  will  easily  under- 
stand what  difficulties  I  was  in  when  this  sad  event 
overtook  me.  Abel  is  also  taken  by  surprise,  and  we 
apply  to  you  as  to  a  father  whom  your  sons  have  ever 
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found  ready  to  help  them  in  their  troubles,  and  to  whom 
the  misfortunes  of  his  children  come  before  all  others. 

In  this  sad  position  we  have,  at  anyrate,  been 
fortunate  in  the  chance  which  made  us  take  one  of 
your  old  acquaintances,  Dr.  Fleury,  as  our  doctor. 

Farewell,  dear  kind  papa ;  I  am  broken-hearted  at 
the  sad  news  I  am  giving  you.  Our  invalid  had  a 
pretty  good  night ;  he  is  better  this  morning,  but  he 
has  been  quite  delirious  since  the  day  before  yesterday, 
and  he  still  wanders  a  good  deal ;  he  was  bled  yesterday, 
he  was  given  an  emetic  this  morning,  and  I  am  at  his 
bedside  nursing  him.  Farewell,  farewell ;  the  post  is 
going,  and  I  have  only  time  to  send  you  my  love  and 
to  promise  you  longer  letters  from  Abel  and  M. 
Foucher. — Your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 


To  M.  Eugene  Hugo,  care  of  General  Hugo, 
his  father^  73  Grande  Rue  du  FoiXy  Blois. 

Tuesday y  ^th  March, 

Your  letter,  my  dear  kind  Eugene,  gave  us  very 
great  pleasure.  We  hope  the  improvement  in  your 
health  will  continue  to  the  extent  we  all  wish,  and 
that  you  will  soon  recover  your  tranquillity  of  mind,  and 
with  it  that  vigour  and  liveliness  of  imagination  which 
we  used  to  admire  in  your  writings. 

Say,  repeat  to  all  around  you,  how  much  we  love 
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them  for  the  care  they  are  taking  of  you ;  tell  my  father 
that  my  regret  at  being  away  from  him  and  you  is 
mitigated  by  the  happiness  of  knowing  you  are  together. 
Tell  him  that  his  name  is  often  mentioned  here  as  a 
talisman  of  happiness,  that  the  months  which  must 
elapse  before  your  return  will  seem  very  long  to  us. 
Say  to  him  on  our  behalf  all  that  your  heart  feels  for 
him,  and  we  shall  be  satisfied.  Write  to  us  as  often 
as  possible. — Your  brother  and  friend, 

Victor. 


Tuesday,  ^th  March. 

My  dear  Papa, — Your  absence  deprives  us  of  one 
of  the  greatest  pleasures  we  have  experienced  in  the 
happiness  of  our  married  life, — that  of  seeing  you.  Now 
we  are  looking  forward  more  than  ever  to  the  month 
that  will  give  us  a  child,  because  it  will  restore  our 
father  to  us.  Eugene  also  will  return,  and  will  certainly 
come  back  happy  and  cured. 

Our  Uncle  Francis  has  been  spending  a  few  days 
here  with  his  wife,  and  this  has  prevented  our  writing  to 
you  before.  We  made  the  acquaintance  of  our  aunt, 
who  appears  happy,  and  seems  to  be  intelligent  and 
agreeable.  Francis  also  is  very  happy ;  he  was  most 
kind  and  affectionate  to  us,  and  was  very  sorry  you  were 
no  longer  in  Paris. 

My  wife  is  as  well  as  can  be  expected  in  her  situa- 
tion.   I  was  both  distressed  and  delighted  to  hear  that 
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you  had  been  unwell  and  that  you  had  recovered.  We 
beg  you  will  congratulate  your  wife  as  well  on  her 
restoration  to  health,  of  which  our  good  Eugene  tells  us. 

I  was  told  some  time  ago  of  a  pension  of  3000  francs 
supposed  to  have  been  granted  me,  and  payable  at  the 
Home  Office.  I  have  heard  nothing  more  of  it ;  if  this 
good  news  is  confirmed  I  shall  hasten  to  tell  you  of  it, 
as  I  am  sure  our  kind  father  will  be  much  interested. 

Farewell,  my  dear  good  father ;  everyone  here  loves 
you  and  embraces  you,  as  does  your  loving  and  dutiful 
son, 

Victor. 

Our  kind  regards  to  our  stepmother. 


2^th  May  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  gave  your  letter  to  Eugene 
yesterday, — it  both  touched  him  and  grieved  him ;  his 
disappointment  at  not  being  able  to  see  you  again  at 
Blois  has  been  a  little  softened  by  the  hope  I  held  out 
to  him  of  seeing  you  at  Paris  two  months  hence ;  this 
seemed  a  long  time  to  him.  I  must  also  tell  you,  dear 
papa,  that  I  did  not  find  him  so  well. 

The  patients  in  M.  Esquirol's  establishment  have 
the  greatest  attention  paid  them,  but  what  is  so  fatal 
to  Eugene  is  the  solitude  and  idleness  to  which  he  is 
condemned  there.  A  few  words  that  dropped  from  him 
showed  me  that  in  his  over-heated  brain  he  has  conceived 
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a  horror  of  this  prison^  as  he  calls  it ;  he  told  me  in  a 
low  tone  that  women  were  being  murdered  in  the  cellars^ 
and  that  he  had  heard  their  shrieks.  You  see,  dear 
papa,  that  his  stay  there  is  doing  him  more  harm  than 
good. 

Again,  the  terms  (which  M.  Esquirol  is  to  tell  you 
about)  are  very  high, — four  hundred  francs  a  month. 
Besides,  Dr.  Fleury  thinks  that  walking  and  exercise  are 
absolutely  necessary  for  the  patient  I  transmit  all  these 
details,  my  dear  father,  without  giving  you  advice.  You 
know  better  than  I  what  ought  to  be  done ;  still,  I  think 
I  may  tell  you  that  there  are,  as  I  am  assured,  other 
establishments  of  the  same  kind  where  patients  are  just 
as  well  treated  and  do  not  pay  as  much. 

It  appears  they  have  not  taken  sufficient  pains  to  hide 
from  Eugene  that  he  is  among  mad  people,  and  conse- 
quently he  is  much  troubled  by  this  idea,  which,  however, 
I  was  able  to  combat  successfully  yesterday. 

I  write  to  you  in  haste,  my  dear  good  father,  amid 
all  the  worries  caused  me  by  my  publisher's  bankruptcy. 
Beware  of  our  good  Abel's  excess  of  confidence  when 
you  sell  your  Memoirs ;  it  is  he  who,  quite  involuntarily 
it  is  true,  has  let  me  in  for  this  business. 

Farewell,  my  dear  good  father ;  we  all  send  you  our 
fondest  love. — Your  devoted  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 

Our  kind  regards  to  your  wife,  from  whom  we  hope 
to  hear  soon. 
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Gentilly,  2'jth  June  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — After  remaining  a  few  weeks  at 
Val-de-Grace,  Eugene  has  just  been  transferred  to  Saint- 
Maurice,  which  is  a  branch  establishment  of  the  Charenton 
Asylum,  under  the  superintendence  of  Dr.  Royard-Collard. 
The  expenses  of  the  move  and  of  the  treatment  are 
defrayed  by  Government,  but  it  will  be  easy  for  you  to 
improve  his  position  by  making  him  a  more  or  less  small 
allowance ;  we  are  told  that  this  is  generally  done  with 
patients  of  a  certain  rank.  Besides,  Dr.  Fleury  was  to 
have  written  to  one  of  his  friends,  who  will  have  charge 
of  Eugene  in  this  establishment ;  and  M.  Girard,  the 
director  of  the  Veterinary  School  at  Alfort,  and  a  great 
friend  of  M.  Foucher's,  has  promised  him  to  bespeak  the 
greatest  attention  for  our  poor  dear  invalid,  and  to  make 
it  a  personal  matter.  M.  Foucher,  Abel,  or  I  intend 
writing  to  you  immediately  about  these  matters,  as  well 
as  about  our  unfortunate  brother's  health,  which  is  still  in 
such  a  sad  state.  My  Adele's  sufferings,  which  increase 
as  her  time  grows  nearer,  have  prevented  me  from  going 
to  see  him  in  his  new  abode ;  I  am  therefore  unable  to 
give  you  such  recent  news  about  him  as  I  should  have 
wished.  The  state  of  his  mind,  however,  varies  very 
little,  as  I  had  occasion  to  observe  in  my  frequent  visits 
to  him  at  Dr.  Esquirol's  house  and  at  Val-de-Grace : 
always  haunted  by  a  melancholy  idea  of  some  imminent 
danger,  all  his  utterances,  as  well  as  all  his  movements 
and  all  his  looks,  betray  this  secret  pre-occupation,  and  I 
fear  that  the  way  in  which  society  treats  sufferers  of  this 
kind,  viz.  confinement  and  idleness,  will  but  increase  a 
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melancholy,  the  only  remedy  for  which,  as  I  think,  would 
be  change  and  amusement.  What  is  so  terribly  hard  is 
that  the  application  of  this  remedy  is  well-nigh  impossible, 
because  it  is  dangerous. 

I  enclose  a  letter  from  M.  Esquirol,  which  throws  no 
light  on  the  subject,  and  adds  nothing  to  my  personal 
opinions  and  special  remarks  about  Eugene;  I  think  I 
have  already  told  you  most  of  what  the  doctor  writes,  to 
whom  I  had  already  stated  all  the  facts  which  he  gives  ; 
it  is  true  that  the  patient  had  only  stayed  a  very  short 
time  in  his  house,  but  I  think  it  did  him  more  harm  than 
good.  M.  Katzenberger  has  sent  M.  Foucher  the  four 
hundred  francs  which  Dr.  Esquirol  charges  for  a  month's 
board  and  lodging,  and  M.  Foucher  has  told  the  doctor 
that  the  money  is  at  his  disposal. 

I  am  glad,  dear  papa,  to  turn  your  thoughts  to  less 
mournful  subjects  by  telling  you  about  the  auspicious 
event  which  will  involve  another  equally  auspicious  for 
us,  viz.  your  return.  My  beloved  Adele  expects  her 
confinement  in  about  five  weeks.  Do  come  as  soon  as 
it  is  convenient  to  you.  I  should  be  so  delighted  if  my 
child  could  receive  its  name  from  you  ;  and  it  is  a  subject 
of  innocent  rejoicing  to  me  that  it  was  left  to  me,  the 
youngest  of  your  sons,  to  be  the  first  to  make  you  a 
grandfather.  I  already  love  this  child,  because  it  will  be 
another  link  between  my  father  and  myself. 

I  am  obliged  for  your  proposal  relating  to  M.  de 
Chateaubriand,  but  the  internal  position  of  the  Ministry 
makes  any  communication  at  this  moment  between  M. 
Chateaubriand  and  M.  de  Corbiere  specially  delicate  ;  you 
will  understand  what  I  can  only  hint  at  here. 
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The  hopes  which  have  been  dangled  before  me  so 
long  have  assumed  a  somewhat  positive  shape  in  the  last 
two  days.  If  they  are  realised  at  last,  I  will  let  you 
know  of  it  at  once.  As  for  the  Spanish  property,  I  have 
no  doubt  that  an  application  coming  from  you  would  be 
perfectly  well  received,  and  I  would  present  it  myself  to 
the  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs ;  only,  I  am  afraid  that 
a  decision  would  rest  not  so  much  with  my  illustrious 
friend  as  with  M.  de  Martignac,  who  is  M.  de  Villele's 
creature. 

Farewell,  dear  kind  father ;  Adele  wishes  me  to  leave 
the  rest  of  this  sheet  for  her.  I  had  a  great  deal  to  tell 
you,  but  I  must  yield  to  so  natural  a  wish,  and  confine 
myself  to  sending  you  my  fond  love  and  respect. — Your 
son, 

Victor. 


1st  July  1823. 
My  dear  Papa, — My  good  little  cousin,  Adolphe 
Trebuchet,  will  give  you  this  letter,  in  which  you  will  find 
M.  Esquirol's  receipt.  We  have  not  yet  been  able  to  see 
our  poor  Eugene  at  Saint-Maurice ;  permission  is  required, 
and  it  is  somewhat  difficult  to  obtain.  Abel,  however, 
has  meanwhile  got  news  of  him,  which  is  unfortunately 
far  from  satisfactory;  he  is  still  plunged  in  the  same 
melancholy;  for  some  time  he  refused  all  food,  but  at 
last  nature  triumphed,  and  he  consented  to  eat.  The 
treatment  he  is  undergoing  does  not,  it  appears,  entail 
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any  additional  charge  as  yet;  if  it  should  be  so,  they 
will  let  us  know. 

These  details  break  my  heart,  dear  papa,  and  I  need 
all  my  joy  at  the  thought  of  your  approaching  return  not 
to  give  way  to  despair  at  this  moment. 

M.  Foucher  and  Abel  will  write  to  you  soon,  and  I 
myself  will  not  delay  to  communicate  to  you  anything 
fresh  in  the  state  of  our  dear  patient. 

Farewell,  dear  papa ;  I  need  not  ask  you  to  be  kind 
to  Adolphe,  whom  we  all  love  like  a  brother ;  I  believe 
he  is  very  anxious  to  see  Chambord,  and  it  will  be  a 
pleasure  to  him  as  well  as  to  you  if  the  hurry  of  his 
journey  will  allow  him  to  spend  a  few  days  at  Blois. 

I  send  you  fond  love  from  myself  and  from  Adele; 
pray  give  our  kindest  regards  to  our  stepmother,  who  is, 
we  hope,  quite  well  again. — Your  dutiful  and  respectful 
son, 

V.  M.  H. 


July  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  did  not  tell  you  sooner  of  the 
event  which  gives  you  one  more  being  in  the  world  to 
love,  because  I  wished  to  spare  your  fatherly  heart  all 
the  uneasiness,  anxiety,  and  anguish  I  have  been  tortured 
by  during  the  last  week.  My  wife  has  had  a  very  bad 
confinement,  and  has  suffered  a  good  deal  in  consequence 
ever  since;  the  child  was  almost  dying  when  it  came 
into  the  world ;  its  mother's  milk,  which  had  become 
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deteriorated  by  all  she  had  gone  through  during  her 
pregnancy  and  at  her  confinement,  did  not  agree  with 
the  feeble  little  creature.  After  several  trials  of  it, 
which  nearly  endangered  your  grandson's  life,  we  were 
obliged  to  think  of  having  him  nursed  by  a  stranger. 
You  can  imagine  what  difficulty  I  had  in  persuading 
Adele  to  consent  to  this,  as  she  was  looking  forward  so 
much  to  the  fatigues  of  nursing.  It  was  not  the  serious 
risk  to  her  own  health,  but  the  danger  which  threatened 
that  of  the  child,  that  decided  her ;  so  she  has  bravely  sacri- 
ficed her  mother's  right  to  the  interests  of  her  son,  and 
we  have  put  the  child  out  to  nurse.  In  this  emergency 
we  have  been  fortunate  enough  to  find  a  very  good  wet- 
nurse  who  lives  in  our  part  of  the  town,  and,  although 
these  women  are  very  expensive  in  Paris,  still  the  urgency 
of  the  case,  and  the  facility  of  getting  news  of  your 
grandson  Leopold  at  any  moment,  made  me  readily 
incur  the  expense. 

Now,  at  last,  after  so  much  anxiety  and  uncertainty, 
I  can  give  you  some  good  news.  My  beloved  Adele  is 
improving  visibly ;  we  hope  she  will  soon  have  got  rid  of 
her  milk.  The  child,  strengthened  by  its  healthy  and 
abundant  supply  of  food,  is  going  on  very  well,  and  bids 
fair  to  become  a  grandfather,  some  day,  like  you. 

You  see,  my  dear  kind  father,  that  I  have  spared  you 
the  anxiety  which  you  would  certainly  have  felt  as  deeply 
as  I  did.  This  is  the  reason  of  a  silence  which  you  will 
approve,  although  perhaps  you  blamed  me  for  it  at  first. 
Your  joy  will  now  be  as  unalloyed  as  ours,  which  is 
greatly  enhanced  by  the  thought  of  so  soon  clasping  you 
in  our  arms. 
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Farewell,  my  good  father.  Come  soon,  and  send 
me  your  thanks  ;  nine  months  ago  I  gave  you  a  daughter, 
who  loves  you  as  I  do ;  now  we  give  you  a  son,  who  will 
love  you  as  we  do.  And  what  greater  comfort  is  there 
in  life  than  the  tie  of  affection  which  unites  parents  and 
children  ? — Your  dutiful  and  respectful  son, 

Victor. 

Give  our  love  to  our  stepmother,  whom  we  expect 
to  see  with  you. 

During  the  last  fortnight  that  I  have  been  acting  as 
nurse,  I  have  not  been  able  to  look  after  our  dear 
Eugene  as  I  should  have  wished ;  but  you  are  coming. 
Would  that  I  could  take  a  less  gloomy  view  of  his 
future  I 


2gth  July  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, —  I  was  congratulating  myself  on 
having  only  good  news  to  send  you,  when  unforeseen 
circumstances  oblige  me  to  apply  to  you  for  advice  and 
assistance:  the  wet-nurse  to  whom  we  were  obliged  to 
entrust  our  child  does  not  suit  us  at  all.  She  deceives 
us ;  she  seems  to  be  bad-tempered  and  insincere ;  she 
has  taken  advantage  of  our  having  been  compelled  to 
find  a  nurse  for  the  child.  At  first  we  thought  she  was 
kind  and  gentle;  now  we  have  but  too  many  reasons 
for  taking  our  poor  little  Leopold  out  of  her  hands  as 
quickly  as  possible.    So  Ad^le  and  I,  now  that  we  have 
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settled  to  take  him  away  from  this  woman,  would  be 
very  glad  if  you  would  be  kind  enough  to  find  for  us, 
either  at  Blois  or  in  the  neighbourhood,  a  wet-nurse  who 
has  not  been  nursing  more  than  five  months,  and  whose 
antecedents  and  character  are  satisfactory;  anyhow,  we 
should  both  be  quite  easy  in  our  mind,  knowing  that  our 
Leopold  would  be  looked  after  by  you  and  your  wife. 
This  is  why  we  have  decided  to  send  him  to  Blois  rather 
than  anywhere  else. 

It  is  needless,  my  dear  good  father,  to  press  you  for 
a  speedy  reply ;  the  slightest  delay  might  be  injurious  to 
your  little  grandson's  health.  I  do  not  ask  you  to  forgive 
us  for  all  the  trouble  we  are  causing  you  ;  I  know  that 
your  kind  paternal  heart  takes  a  pleasure  in  it. 

Farewell,  dear  papa,  Eugene's  physical  health  is  better ; 
everyone  here  embraces  you  as  fondly  as  your  son  loves 
you.  Make  haste  and  come,  send  me  an  answer  soon, 
and  believe  in  my  unchanging  and  dutiful  love, 

Victor. 

I  am  ordering  La  Muse  Frangaise,  a  literary  periodi- 
cal which  I  am  helping  to  edit,  to  be  sent  to  you. 
I  will  give  you  the  second  edition  of  Han  d'Islande 
in  Paris. 

It  is  of  great  importance  that  the  wet-nurse  whom 
you  will  be  kind  enough  to  find  for  us  should  have  the 
child  at  once,  for  it  makes  me  uneasy  to  see  it  in  the 
hands  of  this  woman.  Try  to  bring  her  with  you,  and 
in  any  case  reply  by  return  of  post ;  for  Adele  is  very 
anxious,  and  her  only  hope  is  in  you,  who  she  knows  is 
so  kind,  and  whom  she  loves  so  much. 
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ird  August  [1823]. 

My  dear  Papa, — To  be  able  to  express  the  joy 
and  gratitude  with  which  your  letter  fills  us,  one  would 
require  the  power  of  describing  all  the  tender  affection 
and  touching  kindness  contained  in  your  fatherly  heart. 
So  you  wish  to  perform  my  paternal  duties  even  better 
than  I  do,  and  indeed  poor  little  Leopold's  first  smile 
and  his  first  look  will  be  for  you.  I  should  like  to  pour 
out  here  all  the  love  your  daughter  and  I  feel  for  you, 
our  best  of  fathers,  but  I  should  have  to  repeat  the 
subject  of  all  our  conversation  for  the  last  two  days,  so 
I  confine  myself  to  the  limits  of  this  sheet  of  paper. 

When  I  received  your  letter,  my  heart  was  so  full 
that  I  wanted  to  answer  it  immediately,  but  your  wise 
advice  got  the  better  of  my  impatience,  and  I  waited 
until  your  excellent  arrangements  had  been  carried  out, 
to  express  our  warmest  gratitude  to  you,  and  at  the 
same  time  give  you  news  of  your  Leopold,  the  wet-nurse, 
and  my  Adele. 

The  wet-nurse  arrived  yesterday  in  good  health  and 
spirits ;  she  gave  me  your  letter,  and  your  instructions 
were  followed  to  the  letter.  Everyone  was  delighted 
with  her  and  her  baby.  In  the  course  of  the  same 
morning  we  took  your  poor  grandchild  away  from  his 
unnatural  foster-mother,  and  he  began  to  perform  his 
duties  in  the  most  satisfactory  way;  I  do  not  know  if 
it  is  the  effect  of  paternal  illusion  or  not,  but  we  think 
he  already  looks  better  this  morning. 

Farewell,  my  dear  kind  father;  pray  tell  your  wife 
how  deeply  and  sincerely  grateful  we  are  to  her;  we 
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long  to  be  able  to  tell  her  so  ourselves,  and  we  send 
you  our  fond  love,  while  looking  forward  to  that  happy 
day. — Your  dutiful  and  grateful  son, 

Victor. 

Eugene's  bodily  health  continues  good,  but  he  is 
still  painfully  slovenly.  A  part  only  of  his  linen  was 
sent  with  him  to  Charenton  from  Val-de-Grace ;  we  are 
trying  to  get  hold  of  the  rest  to  have  it  taken  to  him. 
What  annoys  me  very  much  is  the  extreme  difficulty 
of  seeing  our  poor  brother  at  Saint-Maurice. 


War  Office,  6th  August  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — Your  letter  has  given  me  real 
pain,  and  I  long  for  you  to  receive  this  one,  that  I  may 
feel  somewhat  comforted :  how  could  you  imagine  for 
one  moment  that  I  was  not  most  deeply  grateful  for 
all  the  kindness  your  wife  has  lavished  on  our  Eugene 
and  our  Leopold  ?  I  could  not  have  been  a  brother  or 
father  and  remain  insensible  to  the  value  of  all  she  has 
done  for  them,  and,  in  consequence,  for  me.  If  my 
thanks  were  addressed  principally  to  you,  the  reason 
was,  that  we  look  on  our  father  as  the  source  of  all  love 
and  tenderness,  and  that  I  thought  it  would  please  you 
to  pass  on  to  your  wife  the  expression  of  my  deep  and 
tender  filial  gratitude,  and  that,  coming  from  you,  this 
tribute  would  be  far  more  highly  appreciated  than  if  it 
came  from  me. 
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I  implore  you,  my  dear  kind  father,  do  not  pain 
me  so  again ;  I  am  quite  sure  your  wife  could  not  have 
thought  me  ungrateful,  or  have  believed  that  I  was  not 
sincerely  touched  by  all  her  care  of  poor  Leopold  ;  and 
how  indeed  would  it  be  possible  for  me  not  to  feel 
deeply  moved  by  her  kindly  solicitude,  which  has  pro- 
bably saved  my  child's  life  ?  Dear  papa,  I  repeat,  hasten 
to  make  up  to  me  for  the  pain  which  you  have  so  unjustly 
caused  me  amid  so  much  joy,  and  which  seemed  to  me 
still  more  hard  at  a  time  when  my  heart  was  so  freely 
opening  to  every  tender  and  happy  feeling. 

Farewell.  I  will  not  dwell  further  on  an  explanation 
which  is  already  too  long  for  your  affection  and  mine^ 
and  the  unpleasantness  of  which  will  only  be  completely 
removed  by  the  happiness  of  seeing  you  soon  here  again^ 
as  well  as  your  wife. 

All  are  continuing  to  improve  here, — mother,  child, 
and  wet-nurse. 

Now  that  I  have  a  little  breathing  time,  I  hope  to 
see  something  of  our  poor  Eugene,  and  to  take  him  the 
rest  of  his  things  to-morrow,  Thursday ;  he  too,  however, 
continues  to  improve  a  little. 

So,  my  dear  good  father,  let  us  see  you  again  soon, 
and  our  happiness  will  be  complete.  Please  send  me 
an  answer  quickly,  and  come,  if  you  can,  still  more 
quickly.  Everyone  here  sends  their  fond  love  to  you 
and  to  Leopold's  grandmamma,  who,  I  trust,  will  sing 
my  praises  and  plead  my  cause  with  you,  as  you  will 
not  plead  mine  with  her. — Your  devoted  and  dutiful 
son, 

Victor. 
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My  Adele  begs  me  to  give  you  and  your  wife  a 
thousand  kind  messages  from  her. 

Abel  joins  us  in  this ;  he  is  still  keeping  well,  and  is 
longing  to  see  you. 


\ltJi  September  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — The  only  consolation  we  could 
have  for  the  loss  of  our  father  and  son,  was  your  kind 
and  valued  letter.  The  loving  care  which  your  wife 
lavished  on  her  poor  little  grandson  during  the  journey 
touched  and  affected  us  deeply.  Every  day  brings  us 
a  fresh  proof  that  she  has  as  much  affection  for  us  as 
you  have,  and  it  is  a  real  pleasure  to  me  to  bear  witness 
to  this. 

My  Adele  has  not  been  out  since  you  left ;  she  has 
got  a  troublesome  place  on  her  foot,  which  prevents  her 
from  walking,  and  at  times  even  gives  her  a  good  deal 
of  pain.  She  bears  this  fresh  trouble  with  her  usual 
cheerfulness,  but  I  am  very  sorry  about  it  for  her. 

Much  as  I  should  like  to  continue  this  letter,  I  must 
finish  it  here;  my  wife,  who  has  much  to  say  to  your 
wife,  asks  me  to  let  her  have  the  rest  of  the  sheet.  I 
hope  Leopold  is  going  on  well.  Give  my  kindest  regards 
to  his  grandmother,  my  love  to  his  Uncle  Paul ;  and  tell 
me  if  his  eyes  have  grown  larger  since  his  journey,  by 
dint  of  opening.  Abel  and  I  send  you  our  fond  love. — 
Your  devoted  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 
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I  will  try  to  give  you  news  of  Eugene  in  my  next 
letter. 


^th  October  1823. 

My  dear  kind  Papa, — Too  long  a  time  has  elapsed 
since  I  wrote  you  a  good  long  letter,  not  to  feel  the 
necessity  of  telling  you  how  deeply  moved  I  am  by  all  the 
kindness  lavished  on  our  Leopold  by  you  and  his  excellent 
grandmamma.  The  first  letter  I  am  able  to  write  with 
my  hand,  which  is  nearly  well,  must  be  for  you,  dear 
papa.  I  do  not  know  how  I  am  to  express  all  my  feel- 
ings of  gratitude  and  affection,  but  this  inability  is  itself 
a  source  of  happiness  to  me.  May  your  grandson  one 
day  become  worthy  of  you,  and  repay  you,  as  well  as  the 
second  mother  he  has  found  in  your  wife,  with  the 
tenderest  and  most  devoted  filial  affection  !  It  will  be 
easy  for  me  to  inspire  him  with  these  sentiments. 

We  hope  that  his  new  diet  continues  to  agree  with 
the  poor  little  lamb.  Paul  told  us  of  the  way  in  which 
he  is  petted  by  you,  as  well  as  by  his  grandmother  and 
the  whole  household ;  Adele  was  moved  to  tears  at 
hearing  this,  and  it  made  the  same  impression  on  me. 

My  wife,  who  is  not  very  well,  and  is  dosing  herself, 
wishes  very  much  to  be  the  first  to  read  your  Memoirs. 

Desir  de  femme  est  un  feu  qui  devore. 

I  have  requested  Ladvocat  to  forward  me  the  sheets 
as  they  are  printed ;  if  you  have  time,  write  to  him  to 
send  them  quicker. 
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Farewell,  dearest  and  best  of  fathers  ;  we  very  seldom 
see  Abel,  but  I  send  you  his  love  as  well  as  mine. — Your 
loving  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 

My  kindest  regards  to  grandmamma. 


6th  October  1823. 

My  dear  Papa, — Yesterday  my  wife's  impatience 
for  news  of  her  Leopold  made  her  open  the  letter  you 
wrote  to  his  father.  You  can  imagine  her  anxiety  and 
grief. 

As  for  me,  my  kind  good  father,  I  have  complete 
confidence  in  your  wife's  maternal  care.  Tell  her,  repeat 
it  a  hundred  times,  that  no  one  feels  more  deeply  than  I 
all  she  does  for  the  poor  child,  who  will  be  hers  even 
more  than  mine. 

We  hope, — because  your  letter  permits  us  to  hope, 
because  your  wife  has  had  the  helpful  thought  of  appeal- 
ing to  Heaven,  because,  in  short,  you  are  both  on  the  spot, 
you,  his  kind  parents,  his  protectors,  his  saviours. 

Send  us  news  of  him  soon,  dear  papa ;  we  hope,  but 
we  are  resigned  ;  this  also  is  a  power  which  comes  from 
Heaven.  Adele  awaits  your  reply  with  fortitude ;  I  do 
not  send  you  her  love,  she  wishes  to  do  it  herself.  Give 
my  warmest  and  best  thanks  to  the  poor  little  angel's 
grandmother.  I  embrace  you  again  once  more  with 
respect  and  affection. 
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I  ith  October  1823. 

Dear  Papa, — I  will  not  add  to  your  grief  by 
describing  ours ;  you  have  felt  all  I  am  feeling ;  your 
wife  has  gone  through  all  that  Adele  has. 

No,  I  will  not  sadden  you  with  all  our  affliction ;  if 
you  were  here,  dearest  father,  we  would  weep  together, 
and  would  comfort  each  other  by  mingling  our  tears. 

I  am  not  answering  your  letter;  I  heard  the  fatal 
news  from  Mme.  Foucher.  Her  first  impulse  was  to  hide 
the  two  letters,  for  fear  Ad^le  should  read  them,  and  she 
has  not  been  able  to  find  them  since. 

However,  she  told  me  of  all  your  grief,  and  of  all 
your  loving  and  pious  intentions,  that  the  dear  little 
soul's  memory  shall  be  preserved  on  earth  as  it  will 
abide  for  ever  in  our  hearts. 

Farewell,  my  dear  kind  papa;  do  not  take  my  loss 
too  much  to  heart. 

Yesterday  (i  2th  October)  was  the  anniversary  of  our 
wedding-day.  God  has  granted  us  a  consolation  by 
recalling  this  sweet  memory  of  happiness  in  the  midst  of 
all  our  sorrow. 

Once  more,  farewell ;  my  wife's  heart  and  mine  are 
full  of  love  for  you  both. — Your  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 


Saturday^  November  [1823]. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  write  you  a  few  lines  in  great 
haste ;  M.  de  Feraudy  is  waiting  for  my  letter  and  the 
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parcel ;  my  wife  is  hastening  to  finish  the  drawing  she  is 
sending  to  her  kind  parents  at  Blois ;  I  hope  you  will  be 
pleased  with  it ;  I  say  no  more,  for  I  should  be  afraid,  in 
praising  my  Adele's  talent,  to  seem  as  if  I  wished  to 
enhance  the  value  of  her  present.  We  should  much 
have  liked  to  send  you  this  one  framed  ;  but  as  M.  de 
F^raudy  made  some  remarks  about  the  difficulty  of 
carrying  it,  you  will  understand  that  imperative  reasons 
of  good-breeding  prevented  us  from  sending  you  this 
fine  drawing  in  all  its  glory. 

Good-bye  till  we  meet  again ;  M.  de  F^raudy  under- 
took the  commission  in  the  most  obliging  way,  and  I  beg 
you  to  repeat  to  him  at  Blois  how  much  indebted  we 
are  to  him. 

It  seems  a  long  time  to  me,  dear  papa,  since  we  had 
any  news  of  you.  How  is  your  wife  ?  I  will  try  to  find 
what  you  ask  me  for. 

My  Adele  is  still  very  unwell.  This  blow  has  not 
helped  to  set  her  up  ;  still,  it  was  a  great  comfort  to  her 
to  do  something  for  you,  dear  father,  and  for  her 
Leopold's  grandmother. 

She  is  not  using  her  pen  to  write  to  you  at  this 
moment,  because  she  is  still  busy  with  her  pencil. 

I  cannot  help  telling  you  in  confidence  that  everyone 
here  who  has  seen  her  drawing  admires  it  immensely. 

Perhaps  our  good  Adolphe  is  at  Blois  just  now  ;  give 
him  my  love  till  I  give  him  yours. 

Farewell,  my  dear  kind  father ;  our  best  love 
to  you. 

V. 
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^Jth  March  1824. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  conclude  from  your  letter, 
otherwise  so  full  of  kindness  and  affection,  that  you  have 
not  yet  received  my  new  composition,  although  Ladvocat 
the  bookseller  had  promised  to  send  you  a  copy  on 
vellum,  on  which  I  had  written  a  few  words  ;  let  me  know 
if  you  have  received  it. 

I  am  writing  you  again  to-day  a  provisional  letter  in 
the  interval  between  two  indispensable  and,  I  can  assure 
you,  extremely  troublesome  matters  of  business.  Nothing 
takes  up  one's  time  so  much  as  the  publication  of  a 
tiresome  book. 

M.  de  Clermont -Tonnerre,  with  whom  I  lunched 
yesterday,  begged  me  to  write  and  tell  you  that  the  Duke 
of  Angouleme  had  spoken  to  him  of  you  and  of  your 
Memoirs,  which  he  has  read  with  the  gi-eatest  interest^  and 
that  he  regretted  you  had  not  been  employed  in  the  last 
Spanish  war. 

My  wife  goes  on  well,  but  not  as  well  as  I  could  wish  ; 
however,  we  are  not  anxious  about  her  ;  but,  though  I 
regret  it,  I  cannot  help  approving  the  doctor's  orders  to 
her  not  to  go  out  driving. 

This  deprives  us  of  a  great  pleasure  which  we  were 
looking  forward  to  for  the  spring,  but  which  we  hope  is 
only  postponed  for  six  months. 

Farewell,  dear  papa ;  Adele  and  I  send  you  our  best 
love,  and  the  same  to  your  good  wife. — Your  devoted 
and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 

Everybody  here  is  quite  well. 
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2'jth  June  1824. 

My  dear  Papa, — Notwithstanding  all  M.  Foucher's 
efforts,  and  General  de  Coetlogon's  goodwill,  we  have 
not  succeeded  this  time.  Your  application  arrived  too 
late  ;  and  for  some  time  past  the  Duke  of  Angouleme 
had  reserved  the  Inspector-Generalships  for  General 
Officers  of  the  army  in  Spain.  I  do  not  know,  dear 
papa,  if  this  is  a  real  misfortune  ;  it  is  not  a  slight  on 
your  long  and  glorious  services,  as  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  your  claim  would  have  been  successful  if  there  had 
been  any  competition  ;  but  the  appointments  were  already 
placed  at  the  Prince's  disposal.  Besides,  it  seems  to  me 
to  increase  your  chances  of  promotion  among  the 
Lieutenant-Generals  at  the  fete  of  Saint-Louis ;  and  with 
M.  de  Clermont-Tonnerre's  support  (unfortunately,  I  can 
no  longer  say  and  M.  de  Chateaubriand's)  it  may  be 
quite  possible  to  obtain  for  you,  then,  that  highest  mark 
of  military  distinction  which  should  have  been  yours  so 
long  ago. 

I  believe  M.  Foucher  takes  the  same  view  as  I  do ; 
however,  he  is  going  to  write  to  you. 

As  for  me,  I  am  scribbling  this  letter  in  a  great 
hurry ;  my  eyes  are  still  very  weak,  and  our  work  is  not 
yet  over.  My  Adele,  who  keeps  well,  is  going  to  write 
to  you,  and  assure  you  and  your  wife,  once  more,  of  our 
filial  and  dutiful  devotion. 

Victor. 


If  my  illustrious  friend  comes  back  to  office,  our 
chances  will  be  increased  threefold.     We  have  seen 
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much  more  of  him  since  his  disgrace ;  we  had  lost  sight 
of  him  a  good  deal  while  he  was  in  favour. 
Let  us  hear  from  you  soon. 


I  gth  February  1825. 

I  am  adding  a  few  words,  dear  papa,  to  our  Adele's 
letter.  I  wish  I  could  add  something  to  the  expression 
of  her  affection  for  you  and  your  wife ;  but  I  could  not 
express  better  than  her  what  she  feels  as  deeply  as  I  do. 

As  she  tells  you,  I  meant  to  send  you  the  portrait 
of  your  Leopoldine  in  an  early  letter,  but  I  want  you 
to  have  a  good  likeness,  and  have  already  had  it  begun 
over  again  two  or  three  times.  I  will  not  delay  any 
longer  to  ask  for  news  of  you  for  ourselves,  for  Abel, 
and  all  the  Foucher  family. 

Rabbe,  who  came  to  dinner  with  us  here  yesterday, 
spoke  of  you  in  terms  of  the  most  tender  and  respectful 
attachment ;  he  is  a  kind  and  noble  friend. 

Louis  sent  us  a  splendid  hamper  of  game  a  few 
days  ago,  which  we  ate  together,  regretting  much  that 
you  were  not  here  to  share  it. 

Farewell,  my  dearest  and  best  of  fathers.  I  am 
trying  to  get  hold  of  some  work  for  our  stay  at  Blois, 
to  which  we  are  looking  forward  with  so  much  pleasure. 

Our  Didine  is  charming;  she  is  like  her  mother 
and  her  grandfather ;  our  love  to  her  kind  godmother. — 
Your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 

V.  H. 
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2  yth  February  1825. 

My  dear  Papa, — You  will  have  seen  that  our 
letters  have  crossed.  I  hope  that  our  letter  will  have 
given  you  as  much  pleasure  as  yours  has  us ;  it  could 
not  have  brought  us  pleasanter  news  than  that  of  your 
speedy  arrival,  and  in  writing  this  I  almost  hope  it  may 
not  find  you  at  Blois. 

You  cannot  imagine  how  much  we  are  looking 
forward  to  showing  you  our  Leopoldine,  who  is  still 
very  small,  but  quite  well,  and  so  charming! — she  will 
love  you  both  as  we  love  you ;  we  cannot  say  more. 

We  are  almost  glad  to  have  been  without  news  of 
you  during  part  of  the  month ;  as  you  have  been  ill,  we 
should  have  been  so  anxious.  Now  we  have  only  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  you  are  quite  well  again. 

Farewell,  dear  kind  papa ;  I  do  not  write  to  you  at 
greater  length,  as  we  shall  soon  be  able  to  communicate 
by  word  of  mouth. 

Whatever  may  be  the  business  that  brings  you  here, 
you  know  you  can  count  in  all  ways,  and  in  everything,  on 
our  devotion,  as  well  as  on  our  loving  and  dutiful  affection. 

Give  our  love  to  Leopoldine's  kind  godmother. 

Victor. 


Gentilly,  \(^th  June  1825. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  am  answering  your  letter  from 
the  country,  where  I  went  to  spend  a  few  days  with  a 
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friend  of  mine,  who  lives  about  six  miles  from  Paris. 
I  am  sorry  you  are  in  the  country  too  just  now;  the 
excessive  heat,  the  loneliness  and  want  of  comfort  of 
La  Miltiere,  make  me  uneasy  about  your  precious 
health.  I  think  you  ought  to  have  put  off  this  journey, 
however  important  it  might  have  been,  and  not  have 
ventured  alone  into  the  arid  regions  of  La  Sologne  at 
this  time  of  year.  You  know  as  well  as  I  do  what 
unhealthy  exhalations  arise  from  damp  and  sandy  places 
in  very  hot  weather,  and  my  Ad^le  scolds  you  gently 
for  giving  us  the  anxiety  of  knowing  that  you  are  in 
those  parts. 

The  Paris  newspapers  have  announced  your  pro- 
motion in  the  most  flattering  terms.  Never  mind  the 
omission  which  they  so  often  make.  What  does  jealousy 
matter  to  you?  Your  name  and  your  reputation  are 
enough  to  excite  envy ;  make  up  your  mind,  dear  father, 
to  bear  this  drawback  to  every  high  position. 

I  am  not  surprised  to  hear  your  wife  has  not  received 
her  copy ;  I  gave  her  parcel,  with  many  others,  to 
Ladvocat  to  put  in  the  post.  You  know  how  careless 
he  is;  as  I  was  leaving  for  the  country,  I  was  obliged 
to  depend  on  him  for  this,  and  I  have  already  had 
several  complaints  similar  to  yours.  The  messenger 
who  is  going  to  post  this  letter  in  Paris  will  take  with 
it  a  sharp  note  to  Ladvocat,  and  instructions  to  repair 
this  omission  at  once. 

If  I  had  only  one  copy  of  it  here  I  would  send  it 
straight  to  your  wife,  but  I  hope  Ladvocat  will  be  more 
careful  this  time. 

I  am  glad  that  my  Ode  pleased  you ;  its  success  here 
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surpasses  all  my  hopes.  It  has  been  reproduced  in 
seven  or  eight  daily  papers ;  I  am  going  to  present  it 
to  the  King. 

Farewell,  my  good  father ;  I  have  only  time  to  close 
this  letter  and  to  send  you  my  best  love.  My  wife  and 
Didine  send  theirs  to  your  wife. 

We  have  been  rather  anxious  about  Didine  the  last 
few  days ;  her  teeth  are  worrying  her. 

I  have  this  moment  received  a  letter  from  Emile 
Deschamps,  who  says :  "  General  Hugo's  promotion  has 
been  a  great  pleasure  to  us ;  is  there  any  means  of 
sending  him  our  congratulations  and  my  respectful 
compliments  ?  "    Everyone  is  delighted. 


Paris,  iZth  July  1825. 

My  dear  Papa, — I  am  really  very  sorry  to  be 
obliged  to  send  you  the  enclosed  letter  and  memor- 
andum. These  two  documents  need  a  little  explanation ; 
and  here  it  is.  A  few  days  ago  my  old  and  worthy 
master,  M.  de  la  Riviere,  called  on  me ;  I  was  not  at 
home.  He  left  word  that  he  had  something  of  import- 
ance to  communicate  to  me ;  I  lost  no  time  in  going  to 
see  him,  as  I  always  do  when  I  think  he  may  want  me. 
The  worthy  man  then  explained  to  me  that  his  position, 
his  age,  and  that  of  his  wife,  made  it  every  day  more 
incumbent  on  him  to  remind  me  of  a  debt  which  he 
had  not  mentioned  before,  thinking  that  neither  your 
means   nor    ours    would    allow   us   to   discharge    it ; 
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but  that,  necessity  getting  the  better  of  his  excessive 
scrupulousness,  he  was  at  last  forced  to  take  this  step. 
The  debt  amounts  to  486  francs  80  centimes,  and  par- 
ticulars of  it  are  given  in  the  enclosed  memorandum. 
I  remember  perfectly  well  our  finding  this  account  at 
my  mother's  death  among  her  papers,  but  I  thought 
Abel  had  undertaken  to  send  it  to  you,  and  I  have 
since  completely  forgotten  the  debt,  which  I  thought 
had  been  paid  with  the  few  other  trifling  debts  left  by 
my  mother,  the  greater  part  of  which  were  defrayed  at 
the  time  by  the  sale  of  her  plate  and  dresses ;  besides, 
I  knew  you  had  satisfied  the  other  creditors,  and  I 
thought  M.  de  la  Riviere  was  among  their  number. 
As  the  matter  was  pressing,  I  consulted  my  wife,  and 
with  her  consent  I  hastened  to  send  M.  de  la  Riviere  a 
sum  of  two  hundred  francs  which  I  had  at  my  disposal, 
and  with  which  I  intended  to  buy  myself  a  watch ;  this 
sum,  dear  papa,  will  be  so  much  towards  the  total  of 
the  debt, — giving  up  this  watch  is  a  very  small  privation 
to  me,  and  I  can  do  it  without  inconvenience.  Besides, 
I  know,  my  good  father,  that  you  are  far  from  rich,  and, 
as  some  of  the  expense  incurred  by  M.  de  la  Riviere 
was  on  my  account,  these  200  francs  will  be  my  personal 
contribution ;  therefore  you  have  to  provide  only  the 
remaining  balance  of  286  fr.  80  c.      It  is  quite  un- 
necessary for  me  to  tell  you,  dear  papa,  how  sacred 
a  debt  of  this  kind  is.    The  little  we  know,  the  little 
we  are,  we  owe  in  great  measure  to  this  venerable  man, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  hasten  to  pay  him,  the 
more  so  as  he  is  in  need  of  the  money ;  he  has  nothing 
to  depend  on  but  the  proceeds  of  a  small  elementary 
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school,  the  slender  income  from  which  is  diminishing 
daily,  his  increasing  weakness  of  body  and  mind  causing 
him  to  lose  all  his  pupils  by  degrees.  He  has  waited 
for  ten  years,  and  with  admirable  delicacy;  and  that 
is  the  only  fault  we  can  find  with  him,  for  I  am  sure 
you  would  have  settled  his  claim  had  you  known  of 
it  sooner.  This  is  what  I  told  him  when  I  begged 
him  to  send  in  his  account  at  once,  that  I  might  forward 
it  to  you ;  you  will  find  it  enclosed  with  the  letter  he 
wrote  to  me.  I  will  look  for  the  old  detailed  memor- 
andum, and  if  I  find  it  among  my  mother's  few 
remaining  papers  I  will  send  it  to  you  without 
delay ;  in  the  meanwhile  you  can  consider  his  account 
as  correct. 

Farewell,  my  dear  father  ;  my  Adele  begs  you  to  give 
her  love  to  her  two  mothers,  and  to  tell  them  that  Juju 
and  Didine  are  in  excellent  health.  All  is  going  on 
well  here,  and  we  are  all  anxious  to  get  Mamma  Foucher 
back. 

M.  de  la  Riviere,  elementary  schoolmaster,  lives  in 
the  Rue  Saint  -  Jacques,  opposite  the  church  of  Saint- 
Jacques-du-Haut-Pas.  My  best  love  to  you. — Your 
devoted  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 

The  King  has  sent  me  word  that  he  has  ordered 
some  porcelain  to  be  forwarded  to  me,  in  addition  to  all 
the  other  marks  of  his  favour.    This  is  the  climax. 
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To  Lieutenant-General  Count  Hugo,  at  Blois. 

Paris,  31^^  July  1825. 

Dear  Papa, — For  the  first  time  we  are  sorry  to  hear 
that  you  will  soon  be  coming  to  Paris  ;  the  reason  is, 
that  we  are  leaving  it,  and  you  will  agree  that  it  is  hard 
to  go  away  just  as  you  are  arriving. 

Our  trip  to  Switzerland  is  really  coming  off ;  on 
Tuesday,  at  5  o'clock  in  the  morning,  we  shall  be 
driving  along  the  road  to  Fontainebleau.  I  have  been 
suffering  a  good  deal  all  the  week  from  a  stiff  neck  ;  but 
I  am  better,  and  the  journey  will  put  me  quite  right 
again. 

What  I  get  from  the  publishers  is  more  than  enough 
for  our  journey.  They  give  me  2250  francs  for  four 
indifferent  odes,  which  is  good  pay.  I  do  not  think 
Lamartine  will  be  able  to  join  us ;  he  has  just  been 
appointed  Secretary  of  Legation  at  Florence.  Nodier 
will  be  of  the  party. 

I  thank  you  for  M.  de  la  Riviere ;  I  wrote  to  tell 
him  of  your  kind  intentions,  but  I  should  have  been 
glad  if  you  could  have  given  him  something  before  the 
1st  of  January. 

Didine  is  wonderfully  well. 

Farewell,  my  good  father  ;  our  love  to  your  wife, 
and  much  to  yourself  —  Your  dutiful  and  devoted 
son, 

Victor. 
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Paris,  10th  October  1825. 

My  dear  Papa, — We  have  now  returned  to  Paris 
for  good.  We  did  nothing  but  run  about  here  and  there 
all  the  month  of  September,  and  a  few  days  ago  we  brought 
our  outing  to  a  close  with  an  excursion  to  Montfort- 
I'Amaury,  a  charming  little  place  about  thirty  miles  from 
Paris,  with  ruins,  woods,  and  a  friend  of  yours  and  mine, 
Colonel  Derivoire,  who  has  served  under  you.  I  talked  a 
great  deal  about  you  with  the  worthy  man,  who  loves  and 
respects  you,  and  is  very  anxious  to  see  you.  He  hopes 
to  pay  a  visit  to  Paris  the  first  time  you  are  there. 

As  the  season  advances  without  bringing  you,  dear 
papa,  we  almost  despair  of  having  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  here  this  year.  M.  Lambert,  however,  had  almost 
promised  all  your  friends  that  you  would  come. 

It  is,  unfortunately,  impossible  for  me  to  do  anything 
for  the  professor  whose  letter  you  send  me.  I  have 
much  less  interest  than  I  am  credited  with,  and  I  have 
been  obliged  lately  to  use  the  little  I  may  have  with  the 
Bishop  of  Hermopolis  to  get  a  scholarship  for  one  of  our 
Trebuchet  cousins.  I  am  not  even  yet  sure  of  success. 
You  understand  that  all  my  efforts  must  be  directed  to 
this  object,  which  is  of  such  great  importance  to  our 
unfortunate  Uncle  Trebuchet,  and  that  I  could  not  trouble 
the  Minister  about  another  matter  without  injuring  his 
prospects.    One  may  fall  between  two  stools. 

Farewell,  dear  papa. — Your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 
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VKRlSy  ^f^d  November  i2>26. 

My  dear  Papa, — You  see,  you  have  not  had  to  wait 
long  for  the  news.  My  Adele  was  confined  this  morning 
at  twenty  minutes  to  five  of  a  healthy  boy.  My  poor 
darling  suffered  terribly.  I  am  now  writing  to  you  from 
her  bedside ;  she  feels  pretty  well,  but  she  thinks  she  is 
rather  feverish,  so  I  beg  her  not  to  talk. 

Our  kind  parents  will  doubtless  give  a  joyful  welcome 
to  this  new-comer,  who  will  fill  the  place  of  the  little 
angel  we  lost  so  sadly  three  years  ago.  Your  happiness 
adds  to  ours. 

I  do  not  write  more  to  you  to-day,  dear  papa ;  give 
our  love  to  your  wife ;  tell  all  our  friends  at  Blois  of  the 
birth  of  your  grandson. 

Abel  and  Melanie,  Pierre  Foucher's  wife,  will  be  god- 
parents to  the  baby,  whose  name  we  have  not  yet  decided 
on.  He  has  already  taken  his  food  satisfactorily. — 
Your  loving  and  dutiful  son, 

Victor. 

Are  you  not  coming  to  Paris  soon  ?  we  shall  expect 
you  for  the  christening ;  it  would  be  a  double  fete. 
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To  Monsieur  J.  B.  Soulie,  Hotel  de  Hollande,  Rue 
Neuve  des  Bans  Enfants^  Paris. 

[Blois,  27//^  April  1825,  morning.'] 

Do  you  know,  my  dear  Souli^  that  royal  favours 
are  being  showered  on  me  just  as  I  have  come  to  Blois 
to  rusticate?  The  King  appoints  me  Knight  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour,  and  does  me  the  signal  honour  of 
inviting  me  to  his  Coronation.  You  who  love  me  will 
rejoice,  and  I  assure  you  that  the  pleasure  this  news  will 
give  you  greatly  increases  my  own  satisfaction.  There 
is  such  a  community  of  feeling  and  opinions  between 
us,  that  I  feel  as  if  my  decoration  were  yours,  as  yours 
would  be  mine. 

What  enhances  the  value  of  this  decoration  in  my 
eyes  is,  that  I  and  Lamartine  get  it  together,  by  a 
special  decree  appointing  us  two  only,  because,  as  the 
King  said,  it  is  a  question  of  repairing  an  omission. 
These  two  decorations  are  over  and  above  those  given 
at  the  Coronation. 
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What  adds  a  great  charm  to  my  journey  to  Reims 
is  the  hope  of  making  it  with  our  friend  Charles  Nodier, 
to  whom  I  wrote  yesterday  to  tell  him  to  arrange  so  as 
to  travel  with  me.  I  must  add  to  all  this,  that  M.  de 
La  Rochefoucauld  has  been  charming  to  Lamartine  and 
me  in  this  matter.  It  is  impossible  for  anyone  to  put 
himself  more  completely  on  one  side,  so  as  to  let  the 
King  have  all  the  gratitude,  or  to  show  more  grace  and 
delicacy  in  his  intercourse  with  us.  It  is  to  him  we  owe 
our  decorations,  and  yet  it  is  he  who  thanks  us.  I  owe 
this  unqualified  acknowledgment  to  a  man  to  whom 
justice  is  not  always  done. 

So  I  am  going  to  see  you  again,  dear  friend,  and  I 
want  this  hope  to  soften  the  pain  of  parting  from  my 
Adele  for  the  first  time.  Tell  this  news  to  those  of  our 
good  friends  to  whom  I  shall  not  have  time  to  write. 

The  penknife  you  have  sent  me  is  a  handsome  and 
excellent  one ;  your  drawing  is  charmingly  quaint.  A 
thousand  thanks,  and,  above  all,  thanks  for  your  sincere 
and  tender  friendship. 

No  one  loves  you  more  dearly  than  I  do. 

Victor. 


To  Monsieur  Foucher.  ^ 

La  Miltiere,  \  2th  May  1825. 

My  dear  Papa, — The  messenger  sent  by  my  father 
to  Blois  has  come  back.    He  brings  us  mamma's  kind 

*  Mme.  Victor  Hugo's  father. 
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letter  to  her  Adele,  which  we  read  together,  and  a  very 
cordial  letter  from  Victor  Foucher,  which  gave  us  also 
much  pleasure.  We  expected  to  receive  the  cross  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour,  and  the  papers,  etc.,  as  well,  which  you 
had  told  us  would  arrive  at  the  beginning  of  the  week. 
We  have  been  disappointed  in  this,  and  my  father-in-law 
would  be  glad  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  call  once 
more  at  the  office  of  the  Legion  to  hasten  their  despatch. 
My  place  is  taken  for  the  morning  of  the  1 9th ;  and  if 
we  do  not  receive  all  these  things  by  the  i  8th  at  latest, 
I  should  run  great  risk  of  not  being  able  to  wear  my 
decoration  at  the  Coronation,  which  would  be  a  breach 
of  good  manners. 

I  feel,  my  good  father,  how  much  trouble  I  am  giving 
you,  and  I  am  most  deeply  grateful  for  all  your  kindness. 
Mamma  Foucher's  letter  is  as  kind  as  herself ;  it  is  full 
of  details  that  interest  us.  We  are  as  delighted  to  hear 
of  Juju's  progress  as  of  Didine's ;  when  we  are  back  in 
Paris,  we  shall  have  many  questions  to  ask  about  these 
children,  and  much  to  tell  each  other  about  them. 

Will  you  add  to  all  your  parental  kindness  that  of 
paying  our  taxes,  the  memo  of  which  has  been  sent  to 
mamma  ?    We  will  repay  you  this  small  sum. 

Mamma  tells  us  that  the  room  at  Reims  is  let  for 
three  hundred  and  fifty  francs,  and  that  they  are  trying 
to  get  a  fourth  person.  Is  this  for  the  carriage  or 
for  the  lodging  ?  You  told  me  in  your  last  letter  that 
Beauchene  is  making  my  coat.  How  did  he  get  my 
measure?  I  shall  no  doubt  want  knee-breeches,  stock- 
ings, shoes  with  buckles,  steel  sword,  hat  with  steel 
braid  and  feathers.    Of  what  metal  must  the  buckles  of 
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the  knee-breeches  and  shoes  be  ?  Must  I  have  shirt-frills 
and  cuffs? 

We  are  greatly  distressed  at  the  bad  state  of 
Mile.  Justine's  health.  Remember  us  to  good  Mme. 
Deschamps.  M.  Deschamps  has  written  me  a  delight- 
ful letter.  Pray  thank  him  for  it  until  I  can  do  so 
myself. 

Aunt  Asseline  must  take  care  of  herself  a  little ;  I 
hope  to  find  her  quite  well  when  I  see  her  again.  Give 
our  kind  regards  to  her  and  to  her  husband. 

Paul  ought  to  have  received  a  letter  from  me  to-day, 
the  first  I  have  written  from  La  Miltiere.  This  is  the 
second.    I  shall  write  the  third  to  Charles  Nodier. 

Farewell,  my  dear  good  father ;  papa  and  his  excel- 
lent wife,  my  Adele  and  her  little  chubby-cheeked  Didine, 
send  their  love  to  you  and  Mamma  Foucher,  in  which  I 
cordially  join.  You  would  hardly  believe  how  you  are 
being  talked  about  in  Sologne  just  now. — Your  tenderly 
devoted  son, 

Victor. 

Has  my  porter  received  any  letters  for  me  since  we 
left? 

I  have  received  a  most  paternal  one  from  M.  de  la 
Riviere. 

Continue  to  write  to  Blois. 
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To  Madame  Victor  Hugo,  care  of  General 
Count  Hugo,  Blois. 

Orleans,  igth  May,  4  p.m. 

Here  I  am  at  Orleans,  my  Adele,  and  before  dining, 
before  taking  a  rest,  even  before  sitting  down  (for  I 
am  standing  up),  I  must  write  to  you.  You  will  receive 
this  unexpected  letter  to-morrow,  and  it  is  a  great  joy  to 
me,  in  the  midst  of  all  my  depression,  to  think  of  the 
pleasure  this  sheet  will  give  you.  Besides,  I  am  really 
so  sad  that  it  will  do  me  good  to  open  my  heart  to  you, 
my  Adele.  You  cannot  think  how  long  the  time  and 
how  great  the  distance  has  seemed  to  me  since  I  left 
you,  my  beloved.  I  feel  quite  depressed  at  the  thought 
of  the  forty  miles  which  already  separate  you  from  me, 
and  of  the  eight  hours  which  have  passed  without  seeing 
you.  How  will  it  be  to-morrow,  and  the  day  after  to- 
morrow, and  the  next  day,  and  the  next?  You  must 
really  pray  to  God,  my  Adele,  my  dearly-beloved  Adele, 
to  give  me  courage,  for  indeed  I  need  it,  and  this  fort- 
night is  an  eternity  to  me. 

But  I  see  that  instead  of  strengthening  you  it  is  I 
who  am  weak,  and  that  I  am  saddening  instead  of  con- 
soling you.  Forgive  me,  my  Adele ;  it  is  a  terrible  thing 
to  be  alone,  isolated,  with  cold,  curious,  or  indifferent 
faces  around  one,  with  no  friend  but  one's  purse,  as  I  am 
now,  when  one  has  got  into  the  sweet  habit  of  finding 
your  tender  smile  and  your  consoling  glance  every- 
where. 

I  shall  be  in  Paris  to-morrow,  and  I  will  write  to  you 
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at  once.  Be  brave,  my  adored  one ;  take  great  care  of 
your  little  Didine,  who  is  not  a  greater  angel  than  you 
are  ;  see  that  she  has  cut  two  or  three  teeth  by  my  return  ; 
kiss  her  a  thousand  times.  My  love  to  my  good  father 
and  his  excellent  wife ;  I  will  give  the  same  messages  in 
your  name  at  the  same  time  in  Paris. 

We  had  a  very  good  journey  here.  The  roads  are 
first-rate,  the  weather  fine  though  cold.  I  shall  not  be 
hot  to-night,  but  I  shall  think  of  you,  and  that  will  keep 
me  warm. 

Write  to  me  to  Paris  from  to-morrow ;  I  will  send  you 
my  Reims  address  from  Paris.  How  trying  all  these 
honours  are  !  Many  people  envy  me  this  journey ;  and 
they  little  know  how  unhappy  I  am  over  the  good  fortune 
which  excites  their  jealousy. 

Farewell,  dear  angel,  farewell ;  my  Adele,  take  care  of 
yourself.  I  embrace  you  very  tenderly  from  very  far  off. 
Do  not  cry  and  spoil  your  pretty  cheeks.  I  want  to  find 
them  fresh  and  rosy  on  my  return. 

Tell  my  good  father  that  I  was  asked  on  the  journey 
if  I  was  going  to  join  my  regiment,  etc.  This  was  on 
account  of  my  ribbon. 

Once  more  farewell,  and  once  more  a  thousand  kisses 
and  caresses. — Your  own 

Victor. 

Open  my  letters  should  any  come  for  me,  and  give 
me  a  brief  summary  of  their  contents.  Farewell,  farewell 
once  more. 
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Paris,  Friday,  20th  May,  7.30  A.M. 

You  will  not  have  read  my  first  letter,  my  beloved 
Adele,  by  the  time  that  I  am  beginning  a  second  one  to 
you.  Here  I  am  in  Paris ;  I  breakfasted  with  your  dear 
parents,  whom  I  found  just  the  same  as  ever,  taking  as 
much  care  of  me  here,  as  mine  do  of  you  down  there. 
I  still  have  the  sound  of  the  diligence  in  my  ears,  I  am 
bruised  and  stunned  by  its  jolting,  still  I  have  no  diffi- 
culty in  collecting  my  thoughts  to  write  to  you ;  they 
are  all  merged  in  one,  and  that  is  you,  and  always  you, 
and  only  you!  You  were  the  companion  of  my  sleep- 
less night,  you  amused  me  during  the  monotonous  and 
insipid  talk  on  the  journey ;  you  gave  me  the  strength 
of  mind  to  part  from  you,  and  you  will  keep  up  my 
courage  during  this  never-ending  absence.  Do  not  read 
all  I  write  to  you  to  anyone  but  our  dear  parents  ; 
others  might  think  our  grief  ridiculous,  and  it  is  no  use 
making  them  laugh  at  what  gives  us  pain. 

Our  journey  went  off  well,  though  all  the  arrange- 
ments for  my  places  had  been  so  badly  made,  that 
I  always  found  myself  where  I  ought  not  to  have  been, 
thanks  to  the  stupidity  of  the  innkeeper's  wife  at  Blois. 
I  feel  no  ill  effects  from  the  cold,  and  hardly  any  from 
the  fatigue,  but  my  depression  and  ennui  have  not  left 
me,  and  are  increasing.  If  I  do  get  an  inspiration  at 
the  Coronation,  it  will  not  be  from  my  cheerful  Muse. 

I  find  a  lot  of  letters,  parcels,  papers,  books,  etc.,  here. 
I  enclose  you  Soumet's  letter ;  it  will  please  both  you  and 
my  good  father.  Take  great  care  of  it.  I  found  most  kind 
congratulations  from  Villemain  dated  April  2yth]  he 
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invites  me  to  dine  with  him  on  the  ist  oi  last  May^  and 
begs  me  not  to  fail  him.  So  you  see,  he  has  had  to 
wait  some  time  for  me.  I  will  write  to  him  and  explain 
the  reason  of  my  absence  and  my  silence,  and  I  will 
call  on  him. 

Now  I  must  leave  you,  my  adored  angel,  for  I  have 
a  thousand  and  one  things  to  attend  to.  I  must  begin 
my  visits.  I  gave  your  letter  to  your  kind  mother, 
who  sends  you  and  your  Didine  many  loving  kisses,  but 
not  as  many  as  I  do.  Your  good  father  joins  us 
in  this ;  he  is  still  cheerful,  cordial,  and  amusing,  like 
mine,  though  in  a  different  manner.  Give  my  love  to 
my  noble  and  charming  father,  and  to  her  who  is 
one  flesh  and  one  heart  with  him.  I  commend  you  to 
their  loving  care.  You  must  be  on  even  better  terms 
with  them  than  with  me.  They  are  so  kind  that  this 
will  be  no  difficulty  to  them. 

I  am  writing  to  you  from  our  bedroom,  where  every- 
thing makes  me  feel  my  widowhood  more  acutely. 
Everything  seems  strange  to  me  here  without  you. 
Coming  into  Paris,  I  admired  it  like  a  provincial.  It 
seemed  as  if  it  were  not  my  own  country.  You  are  my 
true  home.    Write  to  me  every  day. — Your  own 

Victor. 

Write  me  one  letter  here,  and  all  the  rest  Poste 
Restante,  Reims.  I  dine  with  Mile.  Duvidal  on  Sunday ; 
she  is  touching  up  the  little  picture,  and  working  at 
Juju's  portrait.  Juju  has  grown  prettier.  Ask  papa  to 
write  to  Victor  Foucher  to  thank  him  for  sending  his 
book.    A  few  kind  words  will  suffice. 
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Paris,  21st  May, 

This  is  my  only  happy  time  throughout  the  day, 
my  Adele.  I  am  going  to  talk  to  you  and  forget  for 
a  moment  all  my  troubles,  fatigues,  worries,  and  difficul- 
ties. You  are  with  me  in  my  mind,  and  nothing  can 
distract  my  thoughts  from  you.  You  will  see  this  sheet, 
you  will  touch  it,  it  will  be  with  you  twelve  or  thirteen 
days  in  advance  of  me,  it  will  be  like  a  messenger  of 
whom  you  will  ask  a  thousand  questions.     I  envy  it ! 

Well,  I  have  been  here  since  yesterday  morning,  and 
I  will  tell  you  how  I  have  spent  my  time.  When  I 
arrived  I  found  your  father  and  mother  still  in  bed. 
Paul  threw  his  arms  round  me,  and  then  all  the  questions 
began.  We  had  breakfast,  your  father  made  me  some 
lobster  sauce,  the  coffee  and  milk  were  excellent.  After 
breakfast  I  wrote  you  the  letter  which  you  will  get  to- 
day. As  I  returned  from  posting  it  myself^  Mile.  Julie 
was  going  upstairs  to  see  me.  I  dressed  and  went  down 
to  her  studio,  where  the  questions  began  again.  How 
is  Adele  ?  and  Didine  ?  and  the  General  ?  and  his  wife  ? 
The  good  woman  is  as  fond  of  us  as  if  we  belonged  to 
her.  She  showed  me  Didine's  portrait,  which  is  nearly 
finished  and  is  delightful ;  and  Juju's,  which  she  has 
begun  on  a  large  canvas.  I  think  she  will  do  a  small 
one  to  match  the  other,  at  least  so  your  mother  tells 
me.  Juju's  is  a  very  good  likeness,  and  very  pretty.  Her 
round  face  has  grown  longer,  and  she  looks  quite  the  little 
woman.  Coming  away  from  Mile.  Duvidal  (with  whom 
we  dine  on  Sunday),  I  went  on  foot  to  see  Beauchene. 
Destains    and    Jules     Mardchal     congratulated  me. 
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Beauchene  showed  me  my  coat,  which  fits  well ;  it  is 
very  ugly,  but  very  fashionable.  I  have  still  to  get  my 
knee-breeches  made,  to  hire  or  buy  a  sword.  There 
were  so  many  people  at  M.  de  la  Rochefoucauld's  that  I 
did  not  go  in  there.  Abel  was  at  Beauchene's  shop.  I 
gave  my  good  old  brother  everybody's  love.  He  is 
always  driving  about  in  pursuit  of  the  six  millions,  which 
he  hopes  to  get.  Then  I  went  to  see  Soumet,  who  is,  as 
you  know,  always  good  and  kind ;  he  offered  to  lend  me 
his  knee-breeches.  He  came  back  with  me  by  the 
Tuileries  as  far  as  the  beginning  of  the  Rue  du  Bac. 
I  went  to  get  my  pension  at  the  Home  Office,  where  I 
was  congratulated  on  my  decoration.  After  that  I  went 
to  see  Adolphe  and  Mme.  Dum^nil,  neither  of  whom  was  at 
home.  I  have  ordered  a  pair  of  boots,  a  pair  of  shoes, 
and  a  pair  of  pumps,  which  I  shall  have  by  Sunday 
evening.  Coming  home  I  looked  in  on  our  porter, 
who  told  that  the  Abbe  Lamennais  had  called  among 
others.  I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  that  I  have  also 
seen  Rabbe,  who  gave  me  heaps  of  kind  and  affectionate 
messages  for  you  and  our  dear  parents  at  Blois.  Abel 
and  Beauchene  dined  with  us.  After  dinner  I  refused 
to  go  to  the  theatre  with  your  people.  It  would  have 
been  too  sad  without  you.  I  have  been  to  see  Charles 
Nodier.  Our  poor  friend  has  just  lost  his  mother-in-law. 
All  the  house  was  draped  in  black.  Still  I  tried  to 
cheer  the  ladies,  although  I  am  not  very  merry  myself. 
Our  good  Nodier,  who  knew  I  was  coming,  had  been 
expecting  me  all  day,  first  at  lunch  and  then  at  dinner. 
He  is  short  of  money,  like  me.  It  appears  we  shall  not 
receive  any  before  the  journey.     We  start  Tuesday 
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morning  with  the  artist  Alaux.  The  carnage  there  and 
back  will  cost  400  francs.  If  we  can  get  Taylor's  room 
we  shall  have  it  for  nothing.  If  not  we  must  take  what 
we  can  get,  and  we  shall  have  to  pay  what  we  are  asked. 
I  hear  we  shall  be  in  a  very  good  position  for  seeing 
the  ceremony.  Our  places,  they  say,  are  perhaps  the 
best  of  all.  The  journey  will  only  take  two  days,  and 
we  shall  arrive  early  on  Wednesday.  I  am  to  go  and 
see  Nodier  again  on  Monday  morning  and  take  him 
my  things. 

I  got  home  last  night  at  eleven  o'clock,  after  having 
been  to  the  play  to  fetch  your  mother.  I  slept  last 
night  from  sheer  fatigue,  and  I  saw  you  in  all  my  dreams. 
It  was  a  sad  night  to  me,  for  it  is  the  first  I  have  passed 
away  from  you,  in  a  strange  bed.  This  morning  I  have 
just  seen  our  good  friend  the  Abbd  Lamennais,  who  is 
still  taken  up  with  his  wretched  troubles.  He  asked 
most  affectionately  after  you,  talked  to  me  a  great  deal 
of  Didine,  and  was  as  delightful  as  he  always  is.  I  shall 
see  M.  de  la  Rochefoucauld  to-day.  I  shall  order  my 
knee-breeches.  And,  to  do  all  this,  I  am  obliged  to 
finish  this  letter.  Your  poor  aunt  is  very  ill.  M.  and 
Mme.  Deschamps,  M.  and  Mme.  Frangois,  send  you  and 
our  dear  parents  all  sorts  of  kind  messages. 

If  the  Viscount  does  not  give  me  any  money,  your 
father  will  lend  me  some,  and  can  repay  himself  when  it 
is  sent  to  me. 

Farewell,  dear  Adele,  farewell,  beloved  ;  what  a  pang 
it  gives  me  to  close  my  letter  so  soon  !  When  shall  I 
receive  one  from  you  ? 

Your  kind  parents  are  particularly  attentive  to  me, 
53 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


They  send  their  love  to  you,  to  your  Didine  and  to  my 
parents.  Tell  my  good  father  not  to  overtire  himself 
with  head  work,  and  to  go  out  walking.  My  love  to 
your  Blois  father  and  mother.  You  know  how  I  love 
you.    Farewell  for  to-day. 


Paris,  22nd  May,  12.30  p.m. 

I  come  in  depressed  and  sad  as  usual,  and  I  find 
your  letter  of  the  1 9th  of  May.  What  a  pleasure !  but 
how  is  it,  my  beloved  Adele,  that  I  have  nothing  later 
than  the  1 9th  ?  Your  letter  must  have  been  posted  on 
the  20th  and  should  have  arrived  yesterday.  I  ought 
to  have  had  one  of  the  20th  to-day.  Do  you  realise 
that  we  have  been  parted  for  four  days  and  three  nights  ? 
What  an  age  it  seems !  and  how  I  long  to  hear  all 
you  have  been  doing  during  all  this  endless  time  that  I 
have  been  away  from  you !  How  lonely  I  am,  now 
that  you  are  no  longer  there !  What  courage  we  have 
had,  dearest,  and  must  still  have !  You  should  now 
be  receiving  my  third  letter,  and  I  have  had  only  one 
from  you  !  Only,  see  how  unlucky  I  am  !  I  still  hope 
to  receive  one  to-morrow ;  after  that  I  shall  have  no 
happiness  till  the  26th,  the  day  we  arrive  at  Reims. 
You  know  we  start  the  day  after  to-morrow,  Tuesday 
morning.  At  Reims  I  hope  to  find  a  big  packet  of  your 
sweet  and  tender  letters,  which  do  me  so  much  good,  and 
of  which  your  loving  heart  alone  has  the  secret. 

Keep  poor  Augustine,  my  Adele ;  you  are  right,  it  is 
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doing  a  kind  action,  in  which  your  good  mother  at  Blois 
will  be  glad  to  join  you.  Keep  this  poor  orphan  ;  we  will 
take  her  with  us,  as  she  is  so  devoted  and  grateful. 
These  qualities  are  too  rare  to  go  unrewarded.  Later 
on  we  will  arrange  matters  as  best  as  we  can.  Keep  her, 
but  tell  her  all  she  owes  to  you,  to  make  her  zealous  and 
careful. 

Do  not  worry,  but  do  not  restrain  yourself.  If  you 
want  to  cry,  do  so.  Tears  which  are  checked  do  harm, 
those  which  flow  freely  do  good.  I  only  wish  I  knew 
how  to  weep.  But  my  heart  is  always  sore,  because  my 
eyes  are  always  dry. 

Your  kind  parents  continue  to  be  most  attentive  to 
me.  Thank  mine  for  me.  Tell  my  good  father  it  is  just 
like  him,  keeping  that  bottle  of  wine  for  drinking  my 
health.  Tell  his  wife  that  everyone  here  loves  her, 
and  that  they  are  quite  right.  We  are  always  talking 
of  Blois ;  speaking  of  my  father  yesterday.  Mile. 
Duvidal  said  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  nobler  or 
more  worthy  of  respect  than  an  old  soldier  who  had 
gained  his  promotion  by  great  deeds  and  distinguished 
talents.  That  is  my  opinion  too,  but  I  was  glad  to  hear 
it  come  from  this  generous  and  elevated  mind.  I  was 
delighted  to  hear  my  father  spoken  of  as  I  speak  of  him 
myself,  as  I  shall  always  speak  of  him,  and  as  posterity 
will  speak  of  him. 

I  now  return  to  my  diary.  I  saw  M.  de  la 
Rochefoucauld  yesterday ;  he  was  very  amiable,  and  told 
me  to  come  and  see  him  at  Reims.  Our  fourth  travelling 
companion  will  be  M.  de  Cailleux.  He  says  he  is  taking 
this  journey  in  order  to  be  with  me.    I  wanted  to  see 
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the  Minister  for  War ;  but  he  was  in  the  Chamber.  His 
secretary  will  give  me  the  information  that  I  wanted  to 
get  from  him.  From  the  War  Office  the  cab  drove  me 
to  my  tailor,  of  whom  I  ordered  my  knee-breeches. 
Passing  by  the  Palais-Royal  I  saw  Ladvocat,  who  is 
already  trying  to  get  my  coming  Ode.  Even  if  I  do 
write  one,  I  do  not  know  what  I  shall  do  with  it.  My 
third  edition  is  getting  on,  but  is  delayed  by  the 
engravings.  I  went  to  see  Villemain.  His  mother  offered 
me  a  window  for  you  on  the  line  of  the  King's  route. 
Alas !  dearest,  how  this  offer  saddened  me.  I  finished 
the  day's  business  by  a  visit  to  my  printer,  who  is  still 
busy  over  the  title  and  the  cover.  I  fear  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  bring  back  the  third  edition  to  Blois.  Ladvocat 
wants  to  publish  the  Ode  at  the  same  time  separately, 
with  notes,  preface  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  He  would  get 
it  inserted  in  instalments  in  all  the  papers,  which  are 
now,  he  tells  me,  very  well  disposed  towards  me.  Here 
are  plans  for  you  !  If  only  they  do  not  delay  my  return, 
that  is  all  I  ask  of  a  kind  Providence,  and  I  hope  it  may 
be  so. 

When  I  came  back  your  father  gave  me  a  note  for  a 
thousand  francs,  which  he  borrowed  from  one  of  his 
friends.  So  now  I  am  in  funds  again.  Biscarrat  dined 
with  us,  and  in  the  evening  we  played  our  usual  Saturday 
game  of  ecartd  with  MM.  Paulin,  Frangois,  Carlies,  etc. 
How  dull  all  that  is ! 

This  morning  I  paid  a  visit  to  our  flat,  where  every- 
thing is  in  capital  order.  I  saw  Mme.  Dev^ria.  Her 
sons  were  not  at  home,  and  I  left  all  my  father's  stars, 
etc.,  with  them.    So  now  that  is  all  arranged.    M.  Louis 
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Dutes  brought  me  his  father's  sword,  which  has  a  very- 
handsome  hilt.  But  before  I  can  wear  it  I  must  have 
the  scabbard  and  belt  altered.  Would  it  be  best  to  do 
that  or  to  hire  or  buy  one  ?  It  is  difficult  to  combine 
smartness  with  economy.  For  I  must  be  economical ;  it 
is  not  my  money.  I  shall,  however,  be  obliged  to  change 
the  buttons  on  the  coat  that  Beauchene  has  just  sent 
me. 

I  no  longer  feel  fatigued,  but  I  am  still  depressed. 
This  is  a  complaint  that  will  last  another  twelve  days. 
I  must  make  the  best  of  it.  But  how  difficult  it  is  to 
live  without  you,  my  darling  Adele,  even  for  a  few 
days  ! 

Farewell,  all  goes  on  as  usual  here.  Everyone 
sends  you  their  love.  Kiss  my  Didine  a  thousand 
times. 

Your  letter  is  sweet ;  go  on  writing  to  me  always. 
I  kissed  the  place  you  had  kissed  and  where  your  tears 
had  fallen. 

Good-bye,  my  angel.  I  fear  my  letter  to-morrow 
will  be  very  short.  To-morrow  I  must  pack  and  get  my 
luggage  put  on  the  carriage.  I  have  an  appointment 
with  Lamennais  at  ten  o'clock,  and  with  Nodier  at 
eleven.  Ddv^ria  will  come  at  nine.  I  shall  get  up  early 
to  write  to  you,  if  Francois  will  leave  me  free  in  the 
morning.    Farewell,  my  Ad^le ;  farewell,  my  Didine. 

I  need  not  tell  you  to  give  my  love  to  our  dear 
parents  ;  that  is  a  matter  of  course. 
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2^rd  May,  i  P.M. 

I  am  writing  to  you,  my  own  Adele,  on  Nodier's 
table  and  with  his  pen.  I  have  just  had  breakfast  with 
this  true  friend  and  with  Rabbe  and  Soulie,  who  sends 
you  a  carnation,  also  with  Taylor,  who  is  drawing  some- 
thing for  you.  Our  plans  are  now  settled.  We  start  at 
six  o'clock  to-morrow  morning.  Don't  be  uneasy;  all 
will  be  ready — the  suit,  shirt-frills,  under-linen,  sword, 
etc.  I  dined  with  Mile.  Julie  yesterday,  as  it  was  her 
birthday.  We  drank  your  health.  My  own  Adele ! 
how  I  love  you  !  I  have  still  a  thousand  things  to  see 
to.  I  must  pack.  Farewell.  Kiss  my  Didine  on  her 
sunburnt  cheeks,  kiss  her  a  thousand  times.  My  love 
to  our  dear  parents  at  Blois.  I  kissed  your  letter  a 
thousand  times.  How  precious  it  is  to  me !  What  a 
beautiful  letter  !  How  full  it  is  of  regret  and  tenderness  ! 
I  shall  get  another  to-day,  I  hope,  and  I  am  now  going 
home  to  find  it.  Farewell,  farewell,  I  am  still  sad. — 
Your  own 

Victor. 

I  hope  to  write  to  you  to-morrow  on  the  journey. 
Farewell,  my  adored  angel. 


Paris,  May. 

It  is  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  my  beloved  angel. 
In  an  hour  I  shall  have  left    Paris,  and  I  cannot 
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leave  it  without  writing  to  you  once  more.  I  am 
tearing  a  leaf  out  of  my  travelling  pocket-book,  which 
will  return  to  Blois  sooner  than  it  expected.  That  is  a 
happiness  I  cannot  look  forward  to.  This  does  not 
mean  that  I  shall  not  be  back  by  the  time  we  hoped. 
Above  all,  do  not  worry. 

You  are  asleep  at  this  moment,  my  own  Adele ;  but 
at  least  be  with  me  in  your  dreams.  I  do  not  know 
how  much  pleasure  my  letters  give  you,  but  why  have 
you  been  so  chary  of  yours?  I  might  have  had  one 
yesterday ;  why  did  I  not  get  it  ?  I  must  postpone  this 
pleasure  till  I  get  to  Reims,  and  I  can  now  only  have 
any  happiness  in  going  still  farther  away  from  you. 

Reims !  I  hardly  know  what  I  shall  do  then. 
Can  I  think  of  aught  else  but  my  absent  Adele  who  is 
thinking  of  me  ? 

Give  me  plenty  of  details  about  Blois.  I  tell  you 
everything  I  have  the  time  to  write  about.  The  rest 
must  wait  for  our  long  talks  together.  Mile.  Duvidal 
dined  with  us  yesterday,  and  we  drank  to  my  Adele  and 
her  Didine.  Mile.  Zo^  who  is  charming,  and  whom  I 
love  because  she  loves  you,  made  me  up  a  collar,  and 
begged  me  to  tell  you  she  was  taking  your  place  (but  of 
course  only  in  this).  In  the  evening  I  took  my  things 
to  Nodier's  house,  and  I  am  going  back  there  now ;  we 
start  from  there.  When  I  come  back  I  will  bring  you 
the  famous  English  translation  of  Han  d'hlande  with 
Cruikshanks'  admirable  etchings.  They  are  not  pleasing, 
but  they  are  terrible. 

Farewell,  Adele ;  so  I  am  off  on  my  travels  again. 
What  is  the  good  of  travelling?    Have  I  not  found  my 
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happiness  ?  On  what  planet,  in  what  sphere,  should  I 
find  an  angel  like  you  ? 

Farewell,  a  thousand  caresses  to  you  and  my 
Didine ;  tell  her  from  me  she  must  not  cry  at  night. — 
Your  own  VICTOR. 

You  ought  to  receive  a  letter  every  day.  I  will 
always  try  to  arrange  for  this.  Still  you  must  remember 
I  shall  be  travelling  for  two  days.  We  shall  not  arrive 
till  the  day  after  to-morrow.  We  shall  sleep  on  the 
road. 

Everyone  here  sends  love  to  you,  and  begs  you  to 
give  the  same  to  your  father  and  mother  on  the  banks  of 
the  Loire. 


ViLLERS-COTTERETS,  2^th  May,  7  A.M. 

I  wrote  to  you  yesterday,  my  own  Adele,  on  Nodier's 
paper  and  table,  to-day  I  write  to  you  on  the  paper  and 
at  the  desk  of  our  charming  fellow-traveller  Cailleux. 
We  are  at  Villers-Cotterets,  where  we  have  arrived  after 
a  drive  of  two  hours  and  a  half.  We  spent  the  night  on 
four  improvised  beds  in  the  village  of  Letignon,  and  had 
to  pay  nineteen  francs  for  this  bad  lodging  and  some  bad 
soup.  Nodier  is  not  very  well,  and  since  yesterday 
Alaux  complains  of  constant  nausea ;  they  are,  however, 
always  kind  and  cheerful ;  M.  de  Cailleux  and  I  are  the 
only  ones  who  keep  well.  The  prices  of  everything  are 
exorbitant  on  the  road.    Everything  is  crowded.  The 
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inns  are  filled  to  overflowing  with  travellers,  and  the 
roads  with  carriages.  The  latest  comers  get  even  less 
than  the  bones.  It  is  like  a  flight  of  locusts  devouring 
everything.  But  do  not  be  anxious,  dearest ;  our  deco- 
rations, our  four  manly  voices,  and  our  good  appear- 
ance will,  with  the  help  of  God  and  our  purses,  procure 
us  all  we  want. 

My  delight  at  approaching  Reims  is  indescribable.  I 
shall  find  letters  there  from  my  beloved  Adele.  What 
joy! 

Farewell,  my  adored  one.  I  have  only  half  an  hour 
in  which  to  write  to  you  and  to  breakfast.  I  should  like 
to  give  up  breakfast,  and  spend  all  the  time  in  writing  to 
you,  but  my  friends  are  waiting  for  me.  How  sad  it  is 
for  me,  my  beloved  Adele,  to  be  away  from  you,  for  I 
have  now  no  pleasure  left  but  that  of  writing  to  you.  I 
hardly  know  what  I  am  writing.  My  heart  is  full. 
Farewell.  All  our  friends  drink  your  health,  and 
Charles  Nodier,  our  good  friend  Charles,  bids  me  give 
you  his  warmest  regards,  and  his  best  respects  to  my 
kind  father.  My  best  love  to  him,  as  well  as  to  his  wife, 
whose  motherly  care  makes  up  for  mine.  I  send  you  a 
thousand  kisses.  Farewell,  beloved.  Kiss  papa's  little 
pet  on  both  her  cheeks. — Your  own  Victor. 


Reims,  2'jth  May^  7  a.m. 

Where  shall  I  begin,  my  beloved  ? — with  the  delight 
your  letters  gave  me,  or  with  my  arrival  at  Reims  ?  You 
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are  very  anxious  to  hear  all  the  details  of  my  journey, 
and  I  am  most  impatient  to  tell  you  how  happy  your 
letters  have  made  me  amid  all  my  depression.  Each 
time  I  open  one  of  your  letters,  my  own  Adele,  I  tremble 
with  hope  and  fear.  At  one  o'clock  yesterday  afternoon 
we  got  to  our  lodgings  at  Reims,  and,  without  even  wait- 
ing till  my  trunks  were  brought  up,  I  ran  to  the  Post 
Office.  There  I  found  your  third  letter.  I  was  much 
distressed  to  see  that  you  had  not  received  my  letter  of 
the  2 1st  by  the  23  rd,  for  I  had  given  a  franc  to  a 
messenger  to  take  it  to  the  General  Post  Office,  which 
was  cleared  earlier  on  account  of  Whitsuntide.  I  explain 
this  to  you,  dearest,  lest  you  should  think  it  possible  for 
me  to  remain  a  day  without  writing  to  you.  This  piece 
of  ill  fortune  happened  to  me  yesterday,  and  it  tortured 
me  all  day.  I  wanted  to  write  to  you  from  Thomery 
during  breakfast,  but  we  had  hardly  time  to  snatch  a 
morsel,  and  besides  I  wished  to  wait  for  your  letters, 
which  I  expected  to  find  at  Reims.  I  have  been  wanting 
to  write  to  you  every  minute  since  we  got  here,  but  the 
endless  matters  of  business  and  duties  which  take  up 
every  moment  here  have  hardly  left  me  breathing  space. 
I  hoped  to  write  to  you  before  going  to  bed,  but  we  all 
four  share  the  same  room ;  we  all  go  to  bed  at  the  same 
hour,  and  not  one  of  us  would  take  the  liberty  of  keep- 
ing his  candle  alight. 

Besides,  fancy  the  untidiness  of  these  four  beds,  of  all 
the  luggage  of  four  men  strewn  about  in  a  room  about 
two-thirds  the  size  of  your  room  at  Blois.  But  I  have 
not  lost  any  time ;  the  post  had  gone  when  we  arrived, 
and  this  letter  will  reach  you  as  soon  as  if  it  had  been 
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written  yesterday.  I  am  vexed  at  this  delay,  for  my  own 
sake  only;  I  should  so  like  to  have  combined  the 
pleasure  of  reading  a  letter  from  you  with  that  of  writing 
one  to  you.  How  delighted  I  am  to  hear  about  Didine, 
my  own  Adele — so  she  has  a  tooth,  and  it  has  come 
through  without  pain  !  Kiss  her  a  thousand  times,  and 
tell  her  papa  is  much  pleased  with  her  conduct  on  this 
occasion,  and  that  he  will  bring  back  some  nice  biscuits 
from  Reims  for  mamma,  which  will  make  her  milk  taste 
all  the  sweeter.  Tell  Augustine  to  go  on  serving  you 
well,  and  I  shall  be  pleased  with  her.  Now  I  will  go  on 
with  the  details  of  our  journey.  We  dined  at  Soissons 
yesterday ;  it  is  one  of  the  prettiest  towns  in  France,  in 
a  delightful  valley,  and  with  two  splendid  churches.  One, 
the  Cathedral,  has  been  restored — that  is  to  say,  shame- 
fully mutilated.  The  other,  the  church  of  Saint-Jean,  was 
ruined  during  the  Revolution.  It  still  has  two  mag- 
nificent spires,  and  the  remains  of  cloisters  the  destruction 
of  which  is  greatly  to  be  deplored.  One  is  sorry  to  be 
a  Frenchman  when  one  sees  such  profanation  committed 
by  Frenchmen  on  French  monuments.  On  leaving 
Soissons  we  rearranged  the  luggage  on  the  carriage. 
My  portmanteau,  which  is  an  old  one,  had  been  put  on  its 
side  and  the  screws  had  given  way ;  it  had  come  open, 
and  so  had  the  box  with  my  cross,  and  the  ornaments  it 
contained  were  tumbling  about  outside  it.  We  thought 
everything  was  spoilt.  But  I  got  off  with  a  little  dust  in 
the  portmanteau  and  a  few  scratches  on  my  two 
medals,  which  had  been  rubbing  against  each  other. 
This  does  not  diminish  the  value  of  the  gold  medal, 
and  M.  de  Cailleux  undertakes  to  make  everything  right 
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by  having  the  medal  re-struck.  We  slept  at  Braine, 
a  pretty,  well-built  village,  which  has  another  ruined 
church  as  fine  as  the  Abbey  at  Jumieges,  the  drawings 
of  which  you  have  seen  in  Nodier's  Voyage  Pittoresque. 
Leaving  Braine  at  half-past  three  yesterday  morning  we 
reached  Reims  at  one  o'clock.  There  another  accident 
happened.  Nodier's  trunk  had  given  way ;  all  his  things 
got  covered  with  dust,  and  he  lost  three  collars,  whereupon 
we  said,  "  Pity  the  man  who  travels  without  his  wife." 
On  arriving  I  went  to  the  Post  and  the  Diligence  Office, 
and  found  your  letters,  my  sword,  and  my  knee-breeches. 
I  read  your  letters  with  rapture  during  a  heavy  shower, 
which  I  hardly  noticed.  I  arrived  at  the  front  of  the 
Cathedral  without  looking  up,  and  I  had  been  there  ten 
minutes  before  I  saw  it.  I  was  reading  your  letter,  my 
beloved  !  Nodier  et  M.  Emmin,  the  deputy  for  Besangon 
and  a  friend  of  his,  joined  me  there.  We  dined  together 
at  the  "  Grand  Hotel  du  Sacre."  M.  Emmin,  who  is  a 
charming  fellow-countryman,  treated  us,  so  we  shall  have 
to  give  a  him  dinner  in  return.  Everything  is  terribly 
expensive.  After  dinner  we  had  to  go  to  the  play.  What 
a  nuisance!  There  I  met  our  good  friend  Beauchene, 
who  I  like  to  talk  to  you  about.  We  got  home  at  eleven, 
went  to  bed  at  midnight,  got  up  at  six,  and  I  am  writing 
to  you  first  on  Cailleux's  desk  and  then  (at  this  moment) 
on  M.  de  la  Rochefoucauld's  bureau,  whom  I  came  to  see, 
and  who  is  out. 

He  is  just  coming  in ;  I  must  finish  this  letter. 
Farewell,  my  own  Adele ;  embrace  your  kind  parents. 
Tell  my  father  Nodier  wants  to  see  him  a  Peer 
of  France,  and  says  that  this  honour  must  be  con- 
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ferred  on  so  worthy  a  man.  If  only  Nodier  were 
King !  Farewell  again,  dear  angel ;  I  embrace  you  in 
the  way  you  know  so  well,  just  as  I  kiss  your  adorable 
letters. 

W' e  leave  on  the  3  i  st.    Write  to  me  at  Paris  after 
the  28th.    Farewell  once  more,  and  one  more  kiss. 
I  will  soon  write  to  my  father. 


Reims,  2yth  May,  3.45  p.m. 

What  a  disappointment,  my  own  Ad^le — no  letter 
to-day !  In  your  last  letter  you  scold  me  a  Httle.  It 
was  not  my  fault.  Nor  do  I  suppose  you  are  to  blame 
for  this  delay,  but,  whatever  has  caused  it,  I  am  much 
distressed.  Just  imagine  with  what  impatience  I  look 
forward  to  a  letter  from  you  in  my  loneliness,  and  what 
a  blank  I  feel  when  I  have  been  to  the  post  in  vain. 
All  the  pleasure  of  the  day  is  at  an  end  for  me ;  I  have 
but  one  comfort  left,  and  that  is  to  read  your  dear 
letters  over  and  over  again,  and  kiss  them  a  thousand 
times;  I  have  not  the  courage  to  tell  you  about  the 
Cathedral,  and  what  I  have  admired  or  criticised  in  it. 
Good-bye  for  to-day,  my  beloved  !  My  letter  would  be 
too  sad,  and  you  are  quite  sad  enough  already !  I  will 
write  more  to-morrow.  I  shall  then  be  nearer  to 
receiving  a  letter  from  you,  and  therefore  less  miserable. 
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1%th,  9  A.M. 

I  slept  very  badly  last  night,  so  I  was  dozing  this 
morning,  and  consequently  did  not  get  up  till  rather 
late.  My  companions  wanted  to  take  me  to  the  Abbey 
of  Saint-Remy,  but  I  have  to  write  to  you,  and,  in  spite 
of  their  entreaties,  I  will  pour  out  my  heart  to  yours. 
Shall  I  get  any  news  of  you  to-day,  my  darling  Adele? 
I  must  have  some,  I  want  two  letters.  Failing  this,  I 
shall  think  you  are  ill,  for  I  will  not  believe  you  are 
careless ;  of  course  you  feel  as  I  do :  your  health  may 
alter,  but  not  your  love.  Is  it  not  true,  darling,  that 
you  love  me,  and  that  I  shall  get  two  more  letters  to- 
day to  put  next  my  heart  ?  I  must  have  that  hope  to 
go  on  with  this  letter. 

Well,  I  went  to  look  at  the  Cathedral  yesterday. 
It  is  an  admirable  monument  of  Gothic  architecture. 
The  western  front,  the  rose-window,  and  the  towers 
make  a  wonderful  effect.  Charles  and  I  spent  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  looking  at  the  arch  of  one  door;  a  year 
would  be  required  to  examine  and  admire  everything. 
The  interior  as  it  is  now  is  far  less  imposing  than  it  was 
in  its  old  simplicity.  The  old  granite  has  been  painted 
blue,  the  severe  style  of  the  sculpture  has  been  disfigured 
with  gilding  and  tinsel.  Still,  the  mistake  made  at 
Saint-Denis  has  been  avoided  here.  The  ornaments 
like  the  Cathedral,  are  Gothic,  and  everything  is  in  pretty 
good  taste  excepting  the  throne,  which,  absurdly  enough, 
is  in  the  Corinthian  style.  The  general  effect  is  satisfy- 
ing to  the  eye,  and  a  good  deal  of  thought  about  the 
arrangement  of  the  edifice  is  necessary  to  see  that 
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complete  advantage  has  not  been  taken  of  it.  Such  as 
it  is,  this  ornamentation  shows  what  progress  romantic 
ideas  have  made.  Six  months  ago  the  old  church  of 
the  Franks  would  have  been  made  into  a  Greek 
temple. 

We  spend  our  days  in  going  about  and  our  evenings 
at  the  play ;  we  cannot  escape  this,  as  we  lodge  in  the 
house  of  the  director  of  the  theatre.  Everything  was 
dear  enough  when  we  arrived,  and  prices  are  rising,  and 
will  rise  still  higher.  Yesterday  lunch  and  dinner  for 
us  four  cost  eighty-one  francs.  An  omelette  costs 
fifteen  francs,  a  dish  of  peas  thirteen,  five  rolls  forty-two 
sous,  etc.  etc. 

I  have  seen  Agier  and  Chazet.  I  have  not  yet  met 
the  Vicomte  de  la  Rochefoucauld,  nor  the  Minister  of 
War.  The  King  is  to  arrive  to-day  at  noon.  Our 
companion  Alaux  has  painted  a  very  fine  picture,  which 
will  grace  the  banqueting-hall. 

Our  friends  are  most  agreeable.  I  gave  Nodier  the 
medal  I  got  as  member  of  the  Academy  of  the  Floral 
Games — he  much  wishes  to  be  a  member  himself ;  and 
Cailleux,  who  is  appointed'  Officer  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  has  given  me  his  small  Knight's  cross,  which  is 
charming.  I  shall  introduce  you  to  them  all  in  Paris, 
and  also  to  our  deputy  Emmin,  who  is  quite  prepared 
to  like  you,  and  whom  you  will  like  very  much.  He 
drank  your  health  yesterday. 

Thank  your  kind  mother  Mme.  Hugo,  my  Adele,  for 
the  little  frock  she  has  given  Didine.  I  was  much 
touched  by  this.  How  does  the  little  pet's  tooth  get 
on? 
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Best  love  to  our  kind  parents.  Farewell,  my  adored 
Adele ;  now  my  letters  will  be  shorter  and  less  frequent ; 
the  Coronation  takes  place  to-morrow.  Only  love  me, 
and  do  not  be  anxious  about  anything.  I  shall  very 
soon  see  you  again.  I  think  one  could  almost  die  of 
such  happiness.    Farewell,  my  angel  ! 


Reims,  2'jth  May 

We  have  seen  the  Coronation,  my  Adele;  it  is  an 
entrancing  ceremony.  Alaux  is  going  to  make  you 
a  present,  for  which  you  will  thank  him  as  much  as 
you  love  me :  he  is  sending  you  my  portrait,  which 
Nodier  considers  very  clever.  You  must  thank  this  new 
but  worthy  friend  very  warmly;  I  need  not  commend 
the  portrait  to  you.  Farewell,  beloved.  No  time  for 
more.  I  expect  two  letters  from  you  to-morrow ;  I  did 
not  get  one  to-day,  and  I  was  sad  all  day.  I  hope 
you  are  less  so.  The  day  for  my  return  draws  nearer 
and  nearer.  Many  kisses  for  you  and  my  Didine. — 
Your  own  Victor. 


2Zth  May,  3  P.M. 

What  I  am  about  to  write  to  you,  my  Adele,  is  for 
yourself  alone.  I  have  just  read  your  two  letters;  they 
have  made  me  very  unhappy.    I  do  not  care  for  Reims 
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any  longer,  I  am  on  thorns.  What,  you  are  left  alone, 
alone  in  your  isolation  !  They  are  inattentive  and  cold 
to  my  beloved  Adele,  and  this  in  my  father's  house !  I 
am  not  angry,  darling ;  I  am  grieved,  deeply  grieved. 
Knowing  as  I  do  your  sweet  temper  and  my  father's 
unbounded  kindness,  I  am  astounded  at  what  is  going 
on.  You  have  the  right  not  only  to  kindness  and 
attention,  but  to  paternal  tenderness  and  solicitude,  to 
more  perhaps  than  you  receive  from  me.  My  poor 
dear  father !  if  he  could  but  look  into  my  heart  at  this 
moment,  he  would  see  what  intense  pain  is  mingling 
with  my  infinite  devotion  to  him  and  my  deep  love 
for  you.  I  shall  write  to  him  as  soon  as  I  have  time ; 
but  do  not  be  uneasy,  my  letter  will  be  skilful  enough 
to  avoid  wounding  his  feelings,  and  yet  make  him  see 
it  all.  There !  I  am  dreadfully  distressed,  but  you 
have  the  consolation,  have  you  not,  of  my  love,  which 
is  such  as  you  deserve ;  it  is  respectful  and  tender  as  that 
felt  for  angels,  it  is  infinite  and  eternal. 

Farewell  for  to-day,  my  beloved ;  I  am  too  depressed 
to  tell  you  that  the  King  has  just  entered  Reims,  that 
M.  de  la  Rochefoucauld  expects  me  this  evening,  that  I 
shall  have  to  be  up  at  three  o'clock  to-morrow  morning, 
that  I  am  tired  with  running  about  all  day.  All  this 
has  lost  its  interest  for  me.  I  am  sad,  sadder  than  ever. 
But  make  yourself  easy,  we  will  put  this  right.  Your 
Victor,  your  husband,  your  protector  is  coming  back, 
and  then  you  will  have  all  you  want.  If  this  continues 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  only,  we  will  go  back  to  our 
own  home  and  forget  everything,  except  my  father's 
kindness. — Your  own  VICTOR. 
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6  P.M. 

Get  into  the  habit  of  numbering  and  carefully  dating 
your  letters,  as  I  do ;  I  have  sometimes  to  guess  at  the 
time  when  they  were  written ;  and  you  must  know,  my 
darling  Adele,  how  sweet  it  is  to  say  to  oneself,  at  the 
moment  I  was  doing  so  and  so^  she  was  writing  !  Besides, 
I  have  only  received  four  letters  as  yet,  and  I  think  I 
ought  to  have  had  more  ;  if  your  letters  were  numbered, 
I  should  be  certain  about  it.  Don't  think  I  am  blaming 
you,  my  adored  angel ;  if  I  do  find  fault,  it  is  very 
tenderly,  and  it  will  please  you.  Oh !  my  Adele,  how 
I  love  you  ! 

Since  I  received  your  two  letters,  I  can  think  of 
nothing  else.  I  thought  I  was  so  sure  of  your  being 
properly  treated.  It  seemed  to  me  that  my  absence 
would  make  this  a  sacred  duty.  Thank  Mme.  Brousse 
very  much  for  her  friendliness,  which  I  much  appreciate, 
as  it  comforts  you,  and  also  for  the  attentions  she  pays 
you  which  should  come  from  another  person.  Do  not 
worry,  however.  Of  what  consequence  to  you  is  the 
good  or  bad  humour  of  a  stranger  on  whom  you  are  not 
and  never  will  be  dependent  ?  Love  my  kind  father 
well,  who  loves  you  so  much  !  Above  all,  my  Adele, 
pour  out  your  heart  to  me,  tell  me  everything.  My 
Didine  is  a  hundred  times  dearer  to  me,  as  she  is  a 
consolation  to  you ;  kiss  her  a  thousand  times  on  her 
sweet  little  mouth,  which  is  not  fresher  than  yours. 

I  have  just  seen  Sosthene,  who  is  always  very 
agreeable  He  has  given  me  the  private  entree.  He 
told  me  the  King  had  asked  if  I  was  here.     I  am 
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nervous  about  what  they  expect  of  me.  My  head  is 
suffering,  and  my  heart  is  so  sad.  How  can  I  compose 
anything  for  a  joyful  occasion  ?  Our  friends,  and 
especially  Nodier,  send  you  their  kindest  regards.  Fare- 
well, beloved ;  I  kiss  you  on  your  eyes,  so  that  they  may 
not  weep  any  more. 


Reims,  loth  May. 

My  kind  father  will  explain  to  you,  dearest,  the 
all-important  reasons  which  compel  me  to  take  you 
with  me  to  Paris  directly  I  return  to  Blois,  which  will 
be,  I  hope,  on  the  morning  of  the  3rd. 

Thank  my  good  and  worthy  father  very  much,  and 
be  ready.  No  time  for  more.  I  won't  say  farewell, 
beloved.  I  leave  Reims  to-morrow  the  31st. — Your 
own  Victor. 


To  Madame  Foucher,  at  Paris. 

Eeims,  list  May  1825. 

My  dear  Mamma, — We  leave  Reims  this  morning, 
after  having  seen  all  the  splendid  Coronation  ceremonies. 
I  shall  be  with  you  the  day  after  to-morrow  morning,  the 
2nd  of  June,  about  noon,  and  I  shall  start  off  again  for 
Blois  the  same  day  at  six,  if  there  is  room  in  the  coach. 
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As  I  have  many  matters  to  attend  to,  and  above  all 
the  Ode  that  I  must  write,  I  shall  doubtless  return  to 
Paris  at  once,  bringing  Adele  and  Didine  with  me.  My 
presence  there  is  absolutely  necessary. 

Besides,  we  shall  not  complain  of  a  circumstance 
which  brings  us  back  sooner  to  our  kind  family  in  Paris. 

Farewell,  my  dear  mamma ;  best  love  to  our  kind 
father,  and  believe  in  the  tender  and  dutiful  affection 
of  your  son, 

Victor. 


To  Madame  Victor  Hugo,  care  of  General 
Count  Hugo,  at  Blois. 

Reims,  1825. 

We  are  just  starting,  my  Adele ;  in  two  days  I  shall 
be  in  Paris,  and  in  three  at  Blois.  What  joy  to  see  you 
again  !  There  are  many  drawbacks  to  this  joy :  we 
must  leave  Blois  at  once,  and  I  was  looking  forward  to 
six  weeks'  rest  there.  But  a  number  of  very  important 
reasons  oblige  us  to  make  this  sacrifice.  So  get  every- 
thing ready  for  our  departure. 

I  have  just  seen  Roger,  who  is  here  as  deputy.  He 
has  helped  me  greatly  about  getting  to  Blois  at  once, 
provided  the  seats  are  not  all  taken.  But  he  cannot 
give  us  any  places  for  the  return  journey ;  the  only 
chance  would  be  if  the  mail  happened  to  be  empty,  and 
we  cannot  take  them  from  Bordeaux,  as  several  towns 
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on  the  road  have  a  prior  right  to  the  seats,  in  case  the 
coach  is  empty. 

I  have  also  just  seen  M.  de  Chateaubriand  off.  I  was 
the  only  one  to  do  so. 

The  ceremony  of  conferring  the  royal  orders  took 
place  yesterday;  it  is  a  fine  sight.  The  dress  of  the 
Knights  is  magnificent.  I  will  describe  it  all  to  you 
later,  beloved. 

I  shall  have  much  more  to  tell  you  that  I  cannot 
write  about,  but  in  three  days  !  .  .  .  How  slowly  these 
three  days  will  pass  ! 

I  warn  you  once  more  that  the  coach  called  "  La 
Pompe  "  is  detestable.  See  if  there  are  many  travellers 
by  the  "  Grandes  Messageries,"  and  if  there  are,  then  in 
that  case  only  take  the  three  front  places  in  "La  Pompe." 

Farewell,  my  adored  angel ;  if  anything  should  happen 
to  prevent  my  arriving  at  Blois  the  morning  of  the  3rd, 
as  I  hope  to  do,  don't  be  anxious ;  the  reason  will  be 
that  the  mail  was  full.  Besides,  I  may  have  time  to 
send  you  a  few  lines  again.  A  thousand  loving  kisses. 
— Your  own 

Victor. 

Tell  our  parents  how  grateful  we  are  to  them,  till  I 
can  do  so  myself  Tell  my  father  that  I  talked  about 
him  a  great  deal  yesterday  with  a  deputy  of  the  Doubs, 
M.  Emmin,  who  is  a  friend  of  Baroness  Del^ley,  my 
godmother. 

And  how  is  my  Didine  ? 
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To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  94  Rue  de  Vaugirard, 

Thursday^  %th  February  [1827]. 

I  read  Monsieur  de  Sainte-Beuve  some  lines  of  my 
Cromwell  the  other  morning.  If  he  is  inclined  to  hear 
any  more  of  it,  he  has  only  to  come  on  Monday  evening, 
before  eight  o'clock^  to  my  father-in-law's  house,  Rue  du 
Cherche-Midi,  Everyone  will  be  delighted  to  see  him, 
myself  especially.  He  is  one  of  those  listeners  whom  I 
should  always  choose,  because  I  like  to  hear  them  talk. — 
His  most  devoted  VICTOR  HUGO. 

A  line  in  reply,  please. 


Saturday  [middle  of  February  1827].^ 

Come  at  once,  dear  sir,  and  let  me  thank  you  for 
the  beautiful  lines  which  you  have  allowed  me  to  see. 

^  Note  by  Sainte-Beuve  :  "  After  first  seeing  my  verses." 
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I  want  to  tell  you,  besides,  that  I  guessed  you  were  a 
poet ;  not  so  much,  perhaps,  from  your  articles,  which  are 
so  remarkable,  as  from  your  conversation  and  your 
expression.  So  you  must  pardon  me  for  being  some- 
what proud  of  my  penetration,  and  let  me  congratulate 
myself  on  having  instinctively  divined  a  gift  of  so  high 
an  order.  Pray  come ;  I  have  so  much  to  say  to  you,  or 
let  me  know  where  I  could  meet  you. — Your  friend, 

V.  H. 


To  Monsieur  de  Sainte-Beuve  {very  urgent). 

Wednesday  evening  [1827]. 

Here,  dear  friend,  is  a  letter  I  have  just  received 
from  the  Album.  If  you  still  have  the  same  views  with 
regard  to  the  Globe,  you  can  send  direct  to  M.  Folleville, 
whose  address  is  on  the  letter.  They  are  and  will  be 
delighted. — My  warmest  thanks,  il  vuestro  hermano, 

Victor. 


To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  Tubney  Lodge,  near 
Oxford,  England. 

Paris,  ijth  September  1828.^ 

Your  two  letters,  my  dear  friend,  were  a  great  pleasure 
to  me.    I  own  I  had  fallen  into  the  pleasant  habit  of 

^  Note  by  Sainte-Beuve During  my  stay  in  England,  1828." 
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seeing  you  often,  of  exchanging  ideas  with  you,  of  occa- 
sionally meditating  on  the  harmony  of  your  poetry  ;  your 
absence  caused  a  great  blank  in  my  life.  It  made  the 
street  of  Notre-Dame-des-Champs  seem  almost  empty 
to  me.  Your  two  letters,  so  kind  and  so  charming,  have 
brought  us  back  something  of  your  lively  and  elevated 
conversation,  of  the  poetry  of  your  heart  and  mind. 

I  cannot  tell  you  with  what  eager  curiosity  I  followed 
you  on  your  journey.  Every  detail  in  your  letters  was 
most  interesting  to  me.  I  could  see  the  bas-reliefs  standing 
out  and  the  Gothic  windows  gleaming  in  the  fine  churches 
you  have  visited,  lucky  man  that  you  are ! 

While  you  are  thus  rushing  from  one  new  sensation 
to  another,  one  day  is  like  another  for  us.  You  know 
our  mode  of  life  ;  only,  we  have  been  deprived  of  our 
sunsets  for  some  time.  The  sun  sets  now  at  dinner-time, 
and  I  am  sorry  for  this.  It  is  the  first  thing  which  the 
approach  of  winter  steals  away  from  me. 

I  wish  I  could  send  you  some  news  from  here,  but  you 
know  what  a  solitary  life  I  lead.  I  know  that  Ancelot 
has  just  had  his  play  Olga  performed,  and  the  Globe 
speaks  well  of  it.    There  has  also  been  a  stupid  article 

in  the  Globe  by  M.  C  R  on  your  fine  work.  On 

the  other  hand,  the  Provincial  has  said  some  rather 
pleasant  things  about  you,  which  I  am  keeping  for  your 
return. 

We  have  talked  a  great  deal  about  you  with  all  our 
friends.  Your  ears  must  have  tingled.  Not  a  line  has 
been  heard  in  my  hermit's  cell  but  has  made  me  long 
for  your  poetry.  I  hope  you  will  bring  us  some  from 
England  to  console  us  for  this  long  privation. 
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I  told  your  mother  yesterday  that  you  would  soon 
be  back.  She  begged  me  to  tell  you  that  she  was  quite 
well,  and  was  longing  to  embrace  you.  Not  more  so 
than  we  are,  I'll  be  bound,  although  she  is  your  mother. 

I  will  not  say  good-bye,  dear  friend ;  come  back  to  us 
soon.  I  advise  you  to  see  Canterbury :  the  Cathedral 
will  charm  you  and  rouse  your  enthusiasm.  I  am  dis- 
tressed at  what  you  say  about  the  restorations  at 
Westminster.  The  English  have  a  mania  for  combining 
the  fashionable  with  Gothic. 

We  shall  soon  meet. — We  all  send  our  kind  love  to 

you. 

Victor. 

M.  Leprevost,  who  will  be  delighted  to  see  you,  lives 
in  the  Rue  Fontenelle  at  Rouen.  We  are  expecting 
Lamartine  here.  Paul,  Boulanger,  the  two  Deverias, 
David  (who  is  not  going  to  London),  send  you  their 
love  and  thanks. 


Sunday  {midnight)  [1829].-^ 

When  I  came  in,  dear  friend,  I  found  your  valuable 
manuscript.  I  have  just  read  it ;  and  I  write  this,  not  to 
tell  you  my  feelings  on  reading  it — words  could  hardly  do 
that — but  to  put  on  paper  a  few  of  the  impressions  made 
on  me  by  your  serious  and  beautiful  lines,  your  masculine, 

^  Note  hy  Sainte-Beuve :  After  sending  him  the  manuscript  of  Vie  de 
Joseph  Delorjne." 
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simple,  and  pathetic  prose,  and  your  character  of  Joseph 
Delorme,  who  is  yourself.  The  short  and  stern  story, 
the  analysis  of  a  young  life,  the  masterly  dissection  which 
lays  bare  a  soul,  are  all  admirable,  and  almost  moved  me 
to  tears.    What  a  splendid  contribution  to  art ! 

I  shall  try  to  go  and  see  you  to-morrow. — Your 
brother 

Victor. 


To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  Poste  Restante,  Reims. 

Paris,  2nd  November  1829.1 

Your  truly  kind  letter  of  the  25  th  has  arrived,  dear 
friend,  and  has  given  us  much  pleasure  and  much  pain. 
So  neither  you  nor  Boulanger  have  received  the  letters 
my  wife  addressed  to  you  Poste  Restante  at  Strasburg  ? 
There  is  a  fatality  in  all  this.  Hardly  had  you  both 
started  when  that  wretched  internal  inflammation  which 
you  know  I  suffer  from  begins,  ascends  into  my  head, 
and  settles  in  my  eyes.  So  there  I  am,  blind — shut  up 
for  whole  days  in  my  study,  with  blinds  down,  shutters 
fastened,  doors  closed,  unable  to  work  or  read  or  write, 
and  having  neither  of  you  with  me — lumen  ademptum. 
On  the  top  of  all  this  your  first  letter  (from  Dijon) 
arrives,  then  one  from  Boulanger,  five  minutes  after. 
Imagine  my  delight !    My  wife  reads  and  re-reads  them 

Note  hy  Sainte-Beuve  :  "During  my  journey  on  the  Rhine  while  I 
was  writing  Consolations'* 
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both  to  me.  You  neither  of  you  told  us  where  to  write 
to  you.  We  wait  for  the  next  letters ;  they  reach  us 
(from  Besangon) ;  I  was  still  unable  to  use  my  eyes. 
You  told  us  to  reply  to  Strasburg.  My  wife  undertakes 
this,  almost  glad  that  the  state  of  my  eyes  gave  her 
the  privilege  of  writing  to  you.  The  two  letters,  each  of 
four  pages,  composed  by  us  both — partly  dictated  by  me, 
partly  arranged  by  her — the  two  letters,  full  of  our 
affection  and  our  grief,  imploring  you  to  return,  go  off 
addressed  Strasburg,  Poste  Restante;  this  address  was 
written  very  legibly,  and  you  do  not  receive  them  !  And 
yet  neither  Latouche  nor  Janin  are  postmen  !  What 
must  you  have  thought,  dear  friend  !  What  an  im- 
pression this  silence  must  have  made  on  you,  after  letters 
like  yours !  You  probably  made  allowance  for  my 
laziness,  my  engagements,  etc.  As  if  laziness  or  business 
could  interfere  with  writing  to  you.  It  must  have 
annoyed  you  a  good  deal  ;  perhaps  I  am  mistaken,  but 
it  seems  to  me  that  your  third  letter  (from  Worms), 
kind,  good,  and  perfect  as  it  is,  is  colder  than  the  other 
two.  I  cannot  tell  you,  dear  friend,  how  the  idea  of 
this  worries  me,  and  how  I  long  for  this  letter  to  be  at 
Reims,  and  you  too.  So  you  have  heard  nothing  of  our 
ideas  or  of  our  grief  during  your  journey  !  You  have 
not  known  how  your  absence  has  filled  all  our  thoughts 
here,  how  much  we  have  talked  of  you,  thought  of  you,  that 
there  have  been  no  enjoyable  evenings  in  Rue  Notre-Dame- 
des-Champs  since  you  left,  no  chats  on  the  sofa  or  at  the 
fireside,  that  we  have  missed  you  in  everything !  And 
you  were  ignorant  of  all  this,  you  my  two  dearest  friends  ! 
And  if  you  did  guess  something  of  it,  the  ridiculous  break 
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in  our  correspondence  at  Strasburg  intervened  to  put 
your  affection  at  fault  and  make  you  doubt  mine.  Is 
not  this  trying?  So  now  make  haste  to  get  to  Reims 
and  read  what  I  am  now  writing  ! 

However,  you  have  brought  me  good  luck  again. 
My  sight  came  back  to  me  with  your  third  letter.  It  is 
the  first  thing  I  have  read  since  your  departure ;  and  this 
letter,  with  one  to  Boulanger,  is  the  first  thing  I  have 
written.  I  only  wish  it  were  less  dull.  Yours  delight 
us,  and  we  read  them  over  and  over  again.  They  are  a 
charming  diary  of  your  travels,  combined  with  kind  and 
affectionate  thoughts  of  us. 

Alas  !  my  good  friend,  with  the  exception  of  your 
letters,  nothing  pleasant  whatever  has  come  to  me  from 
outside  for  the  last  three  weeks.  The  outlook  is  gloomy 
in  every  direction.  It  is  as  if  our  early  days  of  struggle 
and  strife  had  come  back.  Those  wretches  Janin  and 
Latouche  are  posted  in  every  newspaper,  and  from  this 
vantage  pour  out  their  envy,  their  rage,  and  their 
hatred.  They  caused  a  fatal  desertion  from  our  ranks 
at  the  critical  moment.  The  old  school,  which  was 
almost  extinct,  has  resumed  the  offensive.  A  terrible 
storm  is  gathering  over  my  head,  and  the  hatred  of  these 
low  journalists  has  reached  such  a  point  that  they  no 
longer  give  me  credit  for  anything.  In  spite  of  this, 
Othello  has  been  a  success,  though  not  a  tremendous  one, 
but  as  great  as  could  be  expected,  and  thanks  to  our 
efforts.  My  behaviour  on  this  occasion  has  quite 
brought  Alfred  de  Vigny  and  the  Shakespeareans  back  to 
our  side ;  that  is  one  good  thing,  at  anyrate,  but  a 
double  cabal  is  being  formed  against  me  in  the  news- 
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paper  dens  and  greenroom  lairs,  and  Othello  is  only- 
whetting  their  appetite  for  Hernani.  That  is  the 
position  of  affairs.  It  is  very  sad,  as  you  perceive. 
One  must  pay  dearly  for  success.  But  make  haste 
and  come,  and  then  I  shall  forget  it — for  a  few  days 
at  least. 

Show  this  letter  to  our  friend  Boulanger,  who  will 
show  you  his ;  for  all  that  is  in  me  and  everything 
that  comes  from  me  is  as  much  for  one  as  for  the 
other. 

Victor. 

My  wife  sends  you  many  kind  messages,  and  wants 
you  to  return  at  once.  Kindest  regards  to  our  dear 
good  Robelin.  All  our  friends  send  their  love  to  you, 
and  are  always  talking  of  you — not  as  much  as  I  do, 
though. 


\2th  March  [1830]. 
We  are  at  the  Odeon,  dear  friend.    You  have  a  free 
pass ;  it  would  be  most  charming  of  you  to  come  and 
join  us  there. — Yours  with  all  my  heart, 

Victor. 


6 
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To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  care  of  M.  Ulrich 
GUTTINGUER,  Rue  Fontenelle,  Rouen. 

Paris,  Sunday,  \6th  May  1830. 

You  know  how  lazy  I  am,  my  friend ;  but  it  appears 
to  me  that  you  do  not  know  what  a  good  friend  I  can 
be,  since  you  suppose  that  I  shall  accept  your  dispensation 
from  writing.  The  only  reason  I  know  of  which  could 
induce  me  not  to  write  to  you,  would  be  the  thought 
that  the  being  deprived  of  my  letters  would  tend  to 
shorten  your  absence,  and  bring  you  back  a  few  days 
sooner.  But  Guttinguer  is  with  you,  and  such  delightful 
companionship  must  fill  all  the  blanks  in  your  heart — 
fortunately  for  you,  unfortunately  for  me. 

If  you  only  knew  how  much  we  have  missed  you  of 
late !  How  sad  and  empty  it  seemed  to  us,  even  amid 
our  family  life,  even  with  our  children  around  us,  to  move 
into  this  deserted  town  of  Francois  I.  without  you  !  How 
at  every  moment  we  missed  your  advice,  your  help,  your 
attentions,  and,  in  the  evenings,  your  conversation,  and 
always  your  affection !  There  is  no  doubt  about  it. 
The  habit  has  become  a  rooted  one.  You  will  never 
again,  I  hope,  be  so  unkind  as  to  leave  us,  to  desert  us 
in  this  manner.  This  is  an  ordeal  which,  at  all  events, 
will  be  so  far  useful  as  to  prevent  you  from  essaying 
another,  and  Normandy  will  protect  us  from  Greece. 

However,  we  are  well  off  here  so  far  as  material  com- 
fort goes — really  perfectly  so.  We  have  trees,  plenty  of 
air,  a  lawn  under  our  windows,  some  big  children  in  the 
House  to  play  with  our  little  ones  ;  M.  de  Mortemart,  who 
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is  very  amiable,  and  overwhelms  us  with  newspapers  and 
kind  attentions  ;  plenty  of  solitude,  no  more  Hernanistes — 
in  fact,  we  should  be  quite  happy  were  it  not  for  the  two 
empty  rooms,  which  make  all  the  rest  of  the  house  seem 
deserted  to  us. 

I  am  even  writing  poetry.  And  a  propos  of  this,  your 
last  letter  disappointed  me.  Boulanger  left  for  Rouen  a 
few  days  ago.  I  thought  he  had  seen  you  there ;  on  the 
strength  of  which,  behold  me  seated  under  the  big  trees  in 
the  Champs  filysees,  writing  line  after  line  to  Sainte-Beuve 
and  to  Boulanger,  my  artist  and  my  poet^  both  absent,  both 
at  Rouen ;  and  then  comes  a  letter  from  you  without  a 
word  about  Boulanger,  and  so  completely  upsetting  my 
two  elegies  !    Fancy  that. 

Farewell,  my  friend.  We  all  send  our  love  to  you,  and 
I  embrace  you  for  them  all.  But  do  come  back  soon. 
All  this  is  for  our  friend  Guttinguer  as  well.  You  have 
read  Nisard's  charming  article.    I  wrote  to  him  for  you. 


To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  19  Rue  Notre-Dame- 
des- Champs. 

Fjnday  evening  \\th  June  1830]. 

We  were  at  home,  dear  friend  !  Fancy  our  annoy- 
ance !  Our  porters  are  stupid  !  Never  heed  what  they  say, 
but  always  come  upstairs.  On  Sunday,  then  ?  without 
fail !    You  ought  to  come  to  dinner  with  us. 

Victor. 
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To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  care  of  M.  Ulrich 
GtiTTlNGUER,  at  Rouen. 

Stk  August  [1830].^ 
I  am  writing  these  few  lines  in  a  great  hurry,  my  dear 
friend.    We  are  quiet  now.    The  population  of  Paris 
behaved  admirably,  both  during  the  struggle  and  after 
the  victory.    Let  us  hope  that  all  will  go  on  well. 

I  am  going  on  duty  in  the  National  Guard.  I  love 
you  more  than  I  can  say. 

Victor. 

My  love  to  Guttinguer. 


To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  i  9  Rue  Notre-Dame- 
des-Champs. 

Thursday  [4tk  November  1830]. 

I  have  just  read  the  article  you  have  written  on  your- 
self, and  it  moved  me  to  tears.  For  Heaven's  sake,  I 
implore  you,  my  friend,  do  not  give  way  in  this  manner. 
Think  of  the  friends  you  have — of  one  especially,  who  is 
now  writing  to  you.  You  know  what  you  are  to  him, 
what  an  opinion  he  has  of  your  past  and  of  your  future. 
You  know  that  if  your  happiness  is  poisoned,  his  must 
be  so  too ;  because  it  is  necessary  for  him  to  know  that 

^  Note  by  Sainte-Beuve  :  '*  Revolution  of  July." 
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you  are  happy.  Do  not  lose  heart,  then.  Do  not  despise 
what  makes  you  great :  your  genius,  your  life,  your  virtue. 
Remember  that  you  belong  to  us,  and  that  there  are 
two  persons  here  whose  continual  and  favourite  subject 
of  conversation  is  yourself. — Your  best  friend, 

V. 

Come  and  see  us. 


Zth  December  [1830]. 

Can  you  believe  that  I  speak  of  you  witJi  levity  ?  I 
may  have  said  that  you  were  changeable  in  your  opinions 
on  art  and  such  like  trifling  matters,  but  not  in  your 
affections.  Do  not  let  us  bury  our  friendship  in 
oblivion ;  let  us  keep  it  pure  and  sacred,  as  we  have 
always  done.  Let  us  make  allowances  for  each  other, 
my  friend.  I  have  my  trials,  you  have  yours ;  the  pain 
caused  by  the  shock  will  pass  away.  Time  will  heal 
everything  ;  let  us  hope  that  some  day  all  this  will  only 
make  us  love  each  other  better.  My  wife  has  read 
your  letter.  Come  and  see  me  often,  and  go  on  writing 
to  me. 

Remember  that,  after  ally  you  have  no  better  friend 
than  me. 

V. 
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24/^  December  [1830]. 

You  do  well  to  write  to  me,  my  friend  ;  you  do  well,  for 
the  sake  of  all  of  us.  My  wife  and  I  read  your  letters 
together,  and  we  speak  of  you  with  deep  affection.  The 
days  you  remind  me  of  are  very  dear  to  me.  Do  you 
think  they  will  never  return  ?  /  hope  they  will.  There ! 
It  will  always  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  see  you,  a  pleasure 
to  write  to  you.  There  are  only  two  or  three  things 
really  worth  having  in  life,  and  friendship  is  one  of  them. 
But  let  us  write  to  each  other,  and  often.  Our  hearts  are 
still  keeping  up  their  intercourse.  There  is  no  breach 
between  us. 

Victor. 


\st  January  1 831. 

^  Good-morning,  Sainte-Beuve.  Thank  you  very  much 
for  the  beautiful  doll.  Charles  is  also  very  pleased,  and 
we  will  give  you  a  good  hug  when  you  come  to  see  papa 
and  mamma.  My  little  sister  is  very  pleased  too. — Your 
little  friend, 

DiDINE. 

Le  ler  Janvier  1831. 

^  Bon  jour,  Sainte-Beuve,  je  te  remercie  blen  de  ta  belle  poup^e. 
Charles  est  bien  content  aussi,  et  nous  tanbrasserons  bien  quand  tu 
viendra  voir  papa  et  maman  ;  ma  petite  soeur  est  bien  contente  aussi. — 
Ta  petite  amie, 

DiDINE. 
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2nd  January  1 83 1. 

You  have  been  very  kind,  my  friend,  to  my  little  ones. 
We  want  to  thank  you  for  it,  both  my  wife  and  I.  So 
will  you  come  to  dinner  with  us  to-morrow,  Tuesday  ? 
1830  is  passed  and  gone! — Your  friend, 

Victor. 

Did  you  get  Didine's  letter  ? 


gth  March  [1831]. 

I  have  not  seen  you  for  ages,  dear  friend,  and  I  am 
always  thinking  and  talking  of  you.  I  will  send  you 
Notre-Dame  de  Paris  one  of  these  days.  Do  not  be  too 
hard  on  it.  In  the  meanwhile,  allow  me  to  introduce 
M.  Buloz  to  you,  editor  of  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes^ 
a  periodical  which  is  in  course  of  regeneration,  and  which 
would  be  very  considerably  rejuvenated  if  you  were  to 
lend  it  your  assistance.  M.  Buloz,  whom  I  think  you  will 
like  very  much,  is  most  anxious  to  talk  this  matter  over 
with  you. 

Pray  do  all  you  can  for  him.  —  Your  constant 
friend, 

V.  H. 
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Sunday,  i2^tk\_March  1831]. 

I  did  not  see  you  last  night,  my  friend,  and  I  was 
really  sorry  for  it.  I  have  so  much  to  say  to  you,  so 
much  to  tell  you  about  the  pain  you  are  giving  me,  so 
many  heartfelt  requests  to  make  to  you,  my  friend,  for 
your  own  sake,  Sainte-Beuve,  whom  I  love  more  than 
myself.  I  want  so  much  to  hear  you  say  that  you  love 
me  still,  to  be  able  to  believe  it,  that  I  must  go  and  see 
you  some  of  these  days,  and  have  a  long,  unreserved,  and 
affectionate  talk  with  you  about  all  this.  Does  it  not 
sometimes  strike  you  that  you  may  be  wrong,  my  friend? 
Oh !  I  implore  you,  do  get  this  idea  into  your  head ;  it 
is  perhaps  the  only  remaining  hold  I  have  over  you. 
We  will  talk  about  it,  will  we  not  ? 

Now  to  unimportant  matters. 

Will  you  take  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  in  hand?  Do 
you  still  think  you  need  not  cut  it  up  too  much ;  for  if 
it  is  to  be  cut  up,  I  had  rather  this  was  not  done  by  you. 
If  so,  put  a  short  paragraph  in  the  Globe,  to-morrow  or 
the  next  day,  with  a  notice  that  the  book  will  appear  on 
Wednesday.  I  have  told  Gosselin  to  send  you  one  of 
the  first  copies.  You  will  read  it,  won't  you  ?  And 
then  you  will  tell  me  quite  frankly  if  you  think  you  can 
review  it ;  and  one  of  these  days  I  will  go  and  write  in 
your  copy  that  I  always  am,  have  been,  and  shall  be, 
your  best  friend, 

V.  H. 
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Friday,  i  Zth  March  i  8  3 1 . 

My  Friend, — I  did  not  wish  to  write  to  you  with  the 
impression  made  by  your  letter  fresh  in  my  mind.  It  was 
too  sad  and  too  bitter.  I  should  have  been  unjust  in  my 
turn.  I  wanted  to  wait  for  a  few  days.  To-day,  at  all 
events,  I  am  calm,  and  I  can  read  your  letter  again  without 
reopening  too  widely  the  deep  wound  it  gave  me.  I  must 
tell  you,  I  did  not  think  that  what  has  passed  between  us, 
what  is  known  to  us  alone,  could  ever  be  forgotten,  especially 
by  you,  by  the  Sainte-Beuve  that  I  have  known.  Oh 
yes  !  I  say  it  with  greater  sorrow  for  you  than  for  myself, 
— you  are  very  different  from  what  you  were.  You  must 
remember,  if  your  new  friends  have  not  made  even  the 
shadow  of  your  old  ones  fade  from  your  mind,  you  must 
remember  what  passed  between  us  in  the  most  painful 
moment  of  my  life,  when  I  had  to  choose  between  her  and 
you  ;  recollect  what  I  said  to  you,  what  I  proposed  to  you, 
what  I  offered  you  with  the  firm  resolution,  as  you  know,  of 
keeping  my  promise,  and  doing  what  you  wished.  Recollect 
all  this,  and  then  reflect  that  you  have  just  written  to  me 
that  I  showed  a  want  of  openness,  of  confidence,  and  of 
sincerity  towards  you  in  this  matter.  This  is  what  you 
brought  yourself  to  write  hardly  three  months  afterwards. 
I  forgive  you  from  this  moment.  Perhaps  a  day  will  come 
when  you  will  not  forgive  yourself  for  it. 

Your  friend  still,  in  spite  of  yourself, 

V.  H. 
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^th  April  [1831]. 

It  is  I,  my  friend,  who  wish  to  go  and  see  you,  to  thank 
you,  to  shake  hands  with  you.  Your  letter  gave  me  great 
and  true  pleasure.  You  see,  my  friend,  at  least  I  feel  it, 
that  one  cannot  get  rid  of  an  old  friendship  like  ours  so 
easily.  It  would  be  a  great  misfortune  if  we  could  survive 
the  death  of  such  a  large  fragment  of  ourselves. 

Victor  Hugo. 

You  will  come  and  dine  with  us  one  of  these  days, 
won't  you  ? 


Friday  mornings  i  st  July  i  8  3  i . 


Dans  un  concours  heureux  brillaient  de  toutes  parts, 
Le  sentiment,  le  charme  et  I'amour  des  beaux-arts. 
Sur  quarante  mortels  qui  briguaient  son  suffrage, 

Est-ce  peu  qu'aux  traits  s^duisants 

De  votre  muse  de  quinze  ans. 
L'Acad^mie  ait  dit :  Jeune  homme,  aliens !  courage !  .  .  . 
Tendre  ami  des  neuf  sceurs,  mes  bras  vous  sont  ouverts  ! 

Venez,  j'aime  toujours  les  vers! 

That  is  all  I  can  remember,  my  dear  friend.  It  was  in 
1 8 1 7.  Do  what  you  like  with  it.  They  are  but  poor 
verses  to  be  inserted  in  your  fine  prose,  and  it  is  indeed 
good  of  you  to  give  the  luckless  Francois  de  Neufchateau 
such  a  setting. 
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We  are  enjoying  ourselves  thoroughly  here  —  so 
much  so  that  we  have  no  idea  when  we  shall  leave ; 
my  wife  is  delighted,  cheerful,  interested,  happy,  and 
quite  well.  It  is  a  charming  kind  of  hospitality. 
Farewell,  the  bell  is  ringing  for  luncheon.  Do  not 
forget  to  write  to  me  from  Liege.  —  Always  sincerely 
yours, 

Victor. 


6th  July  I  83  I. 

What  I  have  to  write  to  you,  dear  friend,  gives  me 
the  greatest  pain,  but  yet  I  must  write  it.  Had  you 
gone  to  Liege  I  need  not  have  done  so,  and  that  is 
why  I  have  seemed  sometimes  to  desire  a  thing  which 
at  any  other  time  would  have  been  a  real  misfortune 
to  me,  namely,  your  absence.  But  since  you  are  not 
going,  and  I  admit  you  may  have  good  reasons  for  it, 
I  must  make  a  clean  breast  of  everything  to  you,  my 
friend,  even  should  it  be  for  the  last  time.  I  can  no 
longer  bear  a  state  of  things  which  your  remaining  in 
Paris  would  prolong  indefinitely. 

I  do  not  know  if  you  have  come  to  the  same 
melancholy  conclusion  as  I  have,  but  this  three  months' 
attempt  at  a  semi-intimacy,  badly  renewed  and  badly 
patched  up,  has  not  been  a  success.  It  is  not,  my  friend, 
our  old  irrecoverable  friendship.  When  you  are  not 
with  me,  I  feel  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart  that  I  love 
you  as  much  as  ever ;  but  when  you  are,  I  suffer  tortures. 
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We  are  no  longer  at  ease  with  one  another,  you  see  !  We 
are  not  the  two  brothers  that  we  were.  I  have  lost  you, 
and  you  have  lost  me :  there  is  something  between  us. 
It  is  terrible  to  feel  this,  when  one  is  together,  in  the 
same  room,  seated  on  the  same  sofa,  and  can  touch  each 
other's  hands.  When  one  is  a  couple  of  hundred  miles 
off,  one  fancies  it  is  the  distance  that  causes  the  separa- 
tion. That  is  why  I  said  to  you — Go !  Don't  you 
understand  all  this,  Sainte-Beuve  ?  What  has  become 
of  our  trust,  our  mutual  confidences,  our  freedom  of 
coming  and  going,  our  endless  and  unreserved  talks  ? 
They  have  all  disappeared.  Everything  is  a  torture  to 
me  now.  Even  the  obligation,  imposed  on  me  by  a 
person  whom  I  cannot  mention  here,  of  being  always 
present  when  you  are  there,  reminds  me  constantly  and 
very  painfully  that  we  are  not  the  friends  of  old  days. 
My  poor  friend,  there  is  an  element  of  absence  in  your 
presence  which  makes  it  even  more  unbearable  than 
your  real  absence.  At  all  events,  if  you  go,  the  blank 
will  be  complete. 

Let  us  give  up  seeing  each  other,  then,  for  some 
time  to  come,  so  as  not  to  cease  loving  each  other. 
Has  your  wound  healed?  I  am  sure  I  do  not  know. 
All  I  do  know  is  that  mine  has  not.  Every  time  I  see 
you  it  bleeds  afresh.  You  must  sometimes  feel  that  I 
am  no  longer  the  same.  The  reason  is,  that  I  suffer  as 
you  do.  This  irritates  me,  in  the  first  place,  and  especially 
against  myself;  then  against  you,  my  poor  dear  friend; 
and  finally  against  another,  whose  wishes  perhaps 
correspond  with  those  I  express  in  this  letter.  In  spite 
of  all  I  do,  some  trace  of  all  this  heart-ache  will  come 
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out ;  and  this  makes  us  all  miserable — more  so  than  we 
were  before  we  met  again. 

Let  us  give  up  seeing  each  other,  then,  for  the  present, 
so  as  to  meet  again  some  day,  as  soon  as  possible,  and 
then  not  to  part.  The  distance  we  live  from  each  other, 
the  season  of  the  year,  our  expeditions  into  the  country, 
that  I  am  never  to  be  found  at  home,  will  be  sufficient 
reasons  for  the  world.  As  for  us,  we  shall  understand 
what  it  means.  You  and  I  will  still  love  each  other; 
we  will  write  to  each  other,  will  we  not  ?  If  we  meet 
anywhere,  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  us ;  we  shall  shake 
hands  with  more  affection  and  more  expansiveness  than 
here.  What  do  you  think  of  all  this  ?  Write  me  a 
few  lines. 

I  close  this  letter  here.  Excuse  all  these  incoherent 
ideas.  It  has  given  me  great  pain  to  write  this  letter, 
my  friend.  Burn  it,  that  nobody  may  read  it  again, 
not  even  yourself. 

Farewell. — Your  friend,  your  brother, 

Victor. 

I  have  shown  this  letter  to  the  only  person  who 
was  entitled  to  read  it  before  you. 


Jth  July  1 8  3  I . 

I  have  just  received  your  letter,  dear  friend ;  it  breaks 
my  heart.  You  are  quite  right,  your  conduct  has  been 
perfectly  loyal,  you  have  not  injured  anyone  either  con- 

93 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


sciously  or  unconsciously  ...  it  is  all  my  unhappy 
imagination,  my  friend !  I  love  you  now  more  than 
ever.  I  hate  myself — it  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  I 
hate  myself  for  being  so  foolish  and  morbid.  Should 
the  day  come  when  my  life  would  be  of  service  to  you, 
you  should  have  it,  and  the  sacrifice  would  be  a  slight 
one,  for — I  say  this  to  you  only — I  am  no  longer  happy. 
I  have  acquired  the  conviction  that  it  was  possible  for 
the  object  of  all  my  love  to  cease  to  love  me.  It  is  no 
use  my  repeating  to  myself  all  that  you  say,  and  that 
the  mere  idea  of  such  a  thing  is  folly;  this  one  drop  of 
suspicion  is  enough  to  poison  my  whole  life.  Yes, 
indeed  you  must  pity  me,  for  I  am  really  unhappy.  I 
no  longer  know  how  I  stand  with  the  two  beings 
whom  I  love  most  on  earth.  You  are  one  of  them. 
Pity  me,  love  me,  write  to  me. 

For  three  months  I  had  been  suffering  more  than 
ever.  The  sight  of  you  every  day  when  I  was  in  this 
state  stirred  up  all  these  fatal  ideas  within  me.  I  shall 
never  allow  anything  of  this  to  appear  to  the  outside 
world ;  you  alone  will  know  of  it.  You  are  still — you 
agree  to  this,  do  you  not? — my  first  and  best  friend. 
Yet  you  had  never  seen  this  aspect  of  my  character. 
How  foolish  I  must  seem  to  you  !  and  how  I  must  grieve 
you  !  Write  and  tell  me  that  you  still  love  me.  It  will 
do  me  good.  And  I  shall  look  forward  to  the  happy 
day  when  we  shall  meet  again. 

V. 
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\oth  July  I  83 1. 

Your  letter  has  done  me  good.  Yes,  indeed  you 
are  still  my  friend,  and  more  so  than  ever.  It  is  only 
a  kind  and  loving  friend  like  you  whose  delicate  touch 
can  probe  so  deep  and  painful  a  wound  !  We  will  meet 
now  and  again.  We  will  dine  together  sometimes.  It 
will  be  a  pleasure  for  me.  In  the  meantime,  my  poor 
friend,  pray  to  God  that  I  may  recover  my  equanimity. 
I  am  not  accustomed  to  suffering ! 

V. 

Write  to  me.    Do  not  forsake  me. 


2\st  [July  I  831]. 

My  eyes  are  so  bad,  dear  friend,  that  I  can  hardly 
see  to  write  to  you.  I  have  just  received  your  letter, 
on  my  return  from  the  country,  where  I  had  gone  to 
spend  a  few  days,  hoping  to  find  something  to  divert 
my  thoughts ;  but  without  success  there,  as  elsewhere. 
I  have  but  one  thought,  full  of  sadness,  bitterness,  and 
uneasiness,  but  I  assure  you,  in  reality,  full  of  tender- 
ness for  you.  Here  are  the  lines  you  ask  me  for.  Do 
just  as  you  like  with  them.  It  is  much  too  kind  of  you 
to  be  still  interested  in  me.  I  am  still  very  proud  of 
it,  and  it  touches  me  more  than  ever.  But,  above  all, 
love  me  and  pity  me. — Your  brother, 

Victor. 
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Friday  evening  \^th  August  1831]. 

Your  letter  moves  me  to  tears,  my  friend.  Yes,  I 
expect  you.  Here  is  a  pass.  Have  you  any  friends 
of  the  kind  you  know  I  need,  with  the  enemies  I  have  ? 
I  will  find  places  for  them.  Do  you  think  that  Lerminier, 
Magnin,  and  Brizeux  would  like  to  hear  Marion^  and 
will  you  undertake  to  tell  them  that  I  have  seats  at  their 
disposal  ?  Forgive  me;  you  see  how  I  make  use  of  you  : 
it  is  like  old  days  again. — Your  faithful  friend, 

Victor. 

The  performance  will  take  place  on  Thursday,  and 
the  rehearsal  on  Wednesday.  You  will  see  "  No  perform- 
ance to-night'^  on  the  play-bill. 


i^th  May  [1832]. 

I  think,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  have  seen  Renduel, 
and  that  he  has  told  you  what  I  asked  him  to  do.  Up 
to  the  present  I  have  been  very  cautious  in  offering  your 
article  to  the  Debats^  and  have  insisted  on  all  the  privi- 
leges due  to  your  abilities,  and  asked  that  the  article 
should  be  accepted  on  the  strength  of  your  name  alone, 
without  being  previously  read.  However,  as  M.  Bertin 
senior,  who  has,  as  you  know,  the  very  highest  opinion 
of  your  work  and  of  yourself,  expressed  a  wish  to  me 
yesterday  to  read  your  article,  just  to  see  that  it  did  not 
contain  anything  contrary  to  the  political  opinions  of  the 
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paper,  I  do  not  think  it  would  do  to  refuse  him.  I  will 
send  it  to  him,  then,  if  you  have  no  objection.  M.  Bertin 
is  very  strongly  inclined  to  insert  the  article,  and  I  am 
sure  it  will  be  accepted.  If  not,  I  still  count  on  your 
good  intentions  with  regard  to  the  National.  I  may 
add  here,  in  confidencey  that  the  wish  to  have  you  as 
literary  editor  of  the  Debats  seems  to  me  very  strong, 
and  is  shown  in  everything  that  is  said  to  me.  Keep 
this  quite  to  yourself.    What  is  your  opinion  ? 

Now,  would  it  be  possible  to  add  a  page  to  your 
admirable  article,  it  does  not  matter  where,  at  the  end, 
for  instance,  about  the  edition  itself,  and  the  new  pre- 
faces, especially  that  to  the  Dernier  jour  d'u7t  condamncy 
which  is  of  some  length  if  not  importance,  and  saying 
that,  when  the  new  edition  of  Notre  -  Dame  de  Paris 
appears,  the  paper  will  notice  it  again,  as  well  as  the 
three  new  chapters,  which  are  very  long,  and  in  which 
Louis  XI.  figures.  This  is  in  the  material  interest  of 
the  edition,  as  well  as  that  of  the  publisher.  Forgive 
me !  If  you  agree,  write  and  tell  me  if  I  must  return 
you  the  article,  or  if  you  can  make  the  addition  without 
it,  and  send  it  me  in  time  not  to  delay  the  despatch  of 
the  whole  to  M.  Bertin  too  much. 

Once  more  forgive  me,  and  a  thousand  thanks. 

V. 


Jth  Juney  10  P.M.  [1832]. 

I  have  just  come  in,  my  dear  friend,  too  late  for  the 
rendezvous  at  the  National ;  but  I  join  you  with  all  my 
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heart.  I  will  sign  everything  that  you  sign,  in  defiance 
of  the  state  of  siege.^ — Your  devoted  friend, 

Victor. 


\lth  June  1832. 

I  am  quite  as  indignant  as  you  are,  my  dear  friend, 
with  these  miserable  political  jugglers  who  put  Article 
14  up  their  sleeve,  and  keep  the  declaration  of  a  state 
of  siege  all  the  time  in  the  false  bottom  of  their  con- 
juring box  ! 

I  only  hope  they  will  not  have  the  hardihood  to 
blow  out  the  brains  of  these  hot-headed  but  generous 
young  fellows.  If  these  would-be  keepers  of  the  peace 
were  to  venture  on  a  political  execution,  and  four  men 
of  spirit  were  to  get  up  a  riot  to  save  the  victims,  I 
would  make  a  fifth. 

It  is  indeed  a  sad  but  at  the  same  time  a  fine 
subject  for  a  poem,  all  this  folly  steeped  in  bloodshed. 
We  shall  have  a  Republic  some  day,  and  when  it  does 
come  it  will  be  a  good  one.  But  we  must  not  gather 
in  May  the  fruit  which  will  not  be  ripe  till  August. 
We  must  know  how  to  wait.  The  Republic  proclaimed 
by  France  in  Europe  will  be  the  crown  of  our  old  age. 
But  we  must  not  let  our  flag  be  smeared  with  red  by 

^After  the  events  of  June  1832,  in  consequence  of  the  insurrection, 
Paris  was  placed  in  a  state  of  siege  ;  there  were  fears  at  one  time  of  a 
sanguinary  reaction,  and  there  was  some  talk  of  inserting  a  signed 
protest  in  the  National  (Sainte-Beuve,  Portraits  contemporains,  1870). 
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these  blackguards.  For  instance,  a  Frederic  Soulie,  who 
a  year  ago  was  devoted  to  M.  d'Argout's  dramatic  quasi- 
censorship,  must  not  be  allowed  to  bawl  out  in  the 
middle  of  a  cafe  that  he  is  going  to  make  bullets.  A 
Fontan  must  not  be  permitted  to  announce  in  a  pot- 
house that  by  the  end  of  the  month  four  splendid 
guillotines  will  be  permanently  set  up  in  the  four 
principal  squares  of  Paris.  People  of  this  kind  throw 
back  the  political  ideas  which,  but  for  them,  would  make 
progress.  They  frighten  the  honest  tradesman,  who  is 
made  savage  by  reaction.  They  make  a  bugbear  of 
the  Republic.  Ninety-three  is  not  much  of  a  bait.  We 
ought  to  talk  a  little  less  of  Robespierre  and  a  little 
more  of  Washington. 

Farewell.  We  shall  meet  soon,  I  hope.  I  am 
working  hard  just  now.  I  approve  of  all  you  have  done, 
and  only  regret  that  the  protest  did  not  appear.  At 
anyrate,  my  friend,  keep  my  signature  next  to  yours. — 
Your  brother, 

Victor. 


Les  Roches,  Friday,  21st  September  [1832]. 

I  am  writing  you  a  few  lines  in  a  great  hurry,  my 
friend.  Someone  is  just  starting  for  Paris,  and  will 
deliver  this  letter  to  you.  If  a  letter  is  posted  at  Bievre, 
it  takes  three  or  four  days  to  reach  Paris.  I  really 
believe  it  goes  round  by  Marseilles. 

We  are  living  here  in  the  greatest  peace  imaginable. 
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We  have  trees  and  greenery,  with  the  beautiful  blue  sky 
of  September  over  our  heads.  The  most  I  manage  to 
do  is  to  write  a  few  verses.  I  assure  you,  the  best  thing 
here  is  to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  living.  It  is  a  sleepy 
hollow. 

Still,  your  letter  made  me  regret  I  was  not  in  Paris. 
If  I  had  been  there,  we  would  have  dined  together  in 
some  pot-house,  and  you  would  have  read  me  your 
article  on  Lamartine.  You  know  how  much  I  love 
Lamartine,  and  how  much  I  love  you.  I  look  on  you  as 
twin  poets  :  two  admirable  poets  of  the  heart,  of  the  soul, 
and  of  life.  So  you  can  imagine  how  I  long  to  see  one 
analysed  by  the  other.  I  am  eagerly  expecting  the 
Revue  of  the  ist  of  October.  It  is  strange  that  you 
should  have  made  me  wish  for  a  periodical  in  the  middle 
of  all  this  pretty  country. 

M.  Bertin  has  invited  the  Abbe  de  la  Mennais  and 
Montalembert  to  dine  at  Les  Roches.  They  are  coming 
on  Sunday.  They  will  find  but  indifferent  Catholics 
here,  but  true  and  sincere  admirers  of  every  kind  of 
genius  and  virtue. 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend.  I  do  not  require  your 
kind  presence  at  Le  Roi  s' Amuse  at  present.  You  may  be 
sure  I  shall  make  use  of  you,  as  you  would  of  me.  The 
greatest  happiness  on  earth  is  to  help  a  friend,  the  next 
greatest  is  to  be  helped  by  him. — Farewell.  Yours  most 
sincerely, 

Victor. 

We  are  all  wonderfully  well.  My  wife  walks  six 
miles  every  day,  and  is  growing  visibly  stouter. 
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To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  i  Ter  Rue  du 
Montpamasse, 

\lth  November  1832. 

Every  place  in  the  theatre  is  taken,  my  friend,  and 
taken  all  at  once,  and  by  all  kinds  of  people.  It 
happened  so  quickly  that  I  was  quite  astonished  by  it. 
Still,  a  few  boxes  have  been  reserved  for  such  of  my 
friends  as  care  to  take  them,  and  I  am  glad  to  be 
able  to  let  Madame  Allart  have  one.  The  day  before 
the  ^performance  (which  will  take  place  on  the  22nd), 
she  can  send  for  the  tickets  for  Box  No.  5  in  the 
second  tier  on  the  left  side.  There  are  six  seats 
in  the  box.  I  am  keeping  a  stall  for  you,  and  I 
will  give  you  the  two  tickets  you  want.  How  kind 
you  are  to  think  of  me,  and  to  have  some  affection  for 
me  still. 

You  are  right — the  gentleman  is  surpassing  himself; 
but  what  does  it  matter?  He  is  to  be  pitied  rather 
than  blamed.  He  will  be  delighted  if  Le  Roi  Amuse  is 
a  failure.  This  is  his  revenge  on  me  for  the  frantic 
applause  which  greeted  Othello. 

As  for  you,  you  remain  the  great  poet  and  the  kind 
friend.  I  should  much  like  to  meet  you  some  Sunday 
evening  at  Nodier's — next  Sunday,  perhaps  ? — Your  old 
friend, 

V. 


lOI 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 

Saturday  evenings  \st  December  1832. 

I  have  seen  Carrel,  my  friend,  and  found  him  cordial 
and  kind.  He  told  me  that  all  you  had  to  do  was  to  bring 
him  an  extract  from  the  preface  to-morrow  (Renduel 
should  have  sent  it  to  you  this  evening),  with  a  sort  of 
short  article  in  which  you  can  say  what  you  like,  and 
that  the  whole  will  be  published  on  Monday  morning  in 
the  political  part  of  the  paper.  He  assured  me  he 
thought  it  was  the  duty  of  the  National  to  back  me  up 
energetically  and  unreservedly  in  the  action  I  am  going 
to  bring  against  the  Ministry ;  and  he  said,  of  his  own 
accordy  that  I  might  ask  you  in  his  name  to  write,  about 
five  or  six  days  hence,  a  lengthy  political  article  on  the 
whole  question,  pointing  out  how  necessary  it  is  for  the 
Opposition  to  support  me  warmly,  if  it  does  not  wish  to 
forego  its  rights.  You  know  my  retired  and  domestic 
habits,  my  dear  friend,  and  will  understand  how  necessary 
all  this  assistance  is  to  me  in  the  struggle  which  I  am 
bound  to  take  up  and  persevere  in.  Altogether,  I  was 
much  pleased  with  Carrel.  He  is  inclined  to  do  all  he 
can  to  make  my  case  as  prominent  as  possible.  As  for 
the  literary  side  of  the  question,  he  is  also  behaving  very 
well.  He  even  says  he  will  have  no  objection  to  you  or 
Magnin  writing  an  article  on  the  printed  play  in  a  week 
or  so,  when  Rolle's  article  will  have  been  sufficiently 
forgotten  to  prevent  the  paper  having  the  appearance  of 
contradicting  itself. 

Farewell,  my  poor  friend.  This  is  a  great  deal  to  ask 
of  you  all  at  once.  I  am  afraid  I  am  too  importunate. 
But  you  are  still  the  friend  I  depend  on  most ;  and  every 

102 


TO  MONSIEUR  SAINTE-BEUVE 


day  I  pray  that  I  may  have  the  opportunity  of  returning 
you  all  the  kindnesses  I  owe  you.  I  place  myself 
entirely  in  your  hands. — Ever  your  friend, 

Victor. 


\Pecember  1832]. 

I  do  not  know  Beranger's  address,  my  dear  Sainte- 
Beuve.  As  you  often  see  him,  would  you  be  so  kind  as 
to  forward  this  parcel  to  him  ? 

I  hope  we  shall  meet  soon.  I  love  you  more  than 
ever. 

Victor. 

I  think  Renduel  has  sent  you  your  copy.  What  is 
our  worthy  Leroux  about  ?    I  never  see  him  now. 


31J/  December  1832. 

1  My  dear  Saint-de-Beuve, — Thank  you  very 
much  for  the  beautiful  book  Paul  et  Virginie  that  you 

^ist  December  1832. 
^  MoN  CHER  Saint-de-Beuve, — Je  te  remercie  blen  du  beau  livre  de 
Paul  et  Virginie  que  tu  m'a  envoy^.  Toto  et  Charles  ont  tr^s  content 
du  soldats  et  du  jardin  d^plante.  D^d6  est  tr^s  contente  du  beau  boa 
que  tu  lui  a  donn^,  et  elle  le  prends  pour  son  petit  chat,  si  on  lui  donnait 
toujours  elle  s'amusera  bien.  Malheureusement,  on  ne  veut  pas  lui  lesser 
toujours.  Papa  m'a  dit  que  je  dise  bien  des  choses  de  sa  part  maman 
aussi. — Adieu,  mon  cher  Saint-de-Beuve, 

Leopoldine  Hugo. 
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sent  me.  Toto  and  Charles  are  very  pleased  with  their 
zoological  gardens  and  box  of  soldiers.  Dede  is  very 
pleased  with  the  beautiful  boa  you  gave  her.  She  thinks 
it  is  a  little  pussy-cat ;  if  they  would  let  her  always  have 
it,  she  would  be  very  happy.  But,  unfortunately,  they 
won't  let  her  have  it  always.  Papa  tells  me  to  send 
you  his  love ;  so  does  mamma.  —  Good-bye,  my  dear 
Saint-de-Beuve. 

Leopoldine  Hugo. 


3 1  St  December  1832. 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  Didine's  style.  I  really  must 
add  a  little  of  mine  to  it,  to  thank  you,  and  send  you 
my  best  love. 

Victor. 


I  Zth  \January\  1832. 

When  the  public  is  excluded,  you,  my  friend,  can 
always  get  in.  I  will  therefore  get  you  admitted  to  a 
rehearsal  as  soon  as  there  is  a  fairly  good  one,  and  I 
shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  there.  I  will  take  the  two 
stalls  you  want  in  the  amphitheatre  (red  stalls) :  they  are 
the  best  places  in  the  theatre.  They  will  be  entered  in 
your  name.^ — Yours  sincerely,  ViC. 

^  The  reference  is  to  the  performance  of  Lucrezia  Borgia,  Sainte- 
Beuve  had  asked  for  the  two  stalls  for  George  Sand. 
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Sunday  [24///  February^  1833. 

I  am  sending  you,  my  friend,  some  remarks  of 
Planche  which  completely  puzzle  me.  He  must  be  out 
of  his  mind  to  imagine  that  I  can  ever  assume  the 
slightest  connection,  let  alone  community  of  interest, 
between  you  and  him. 

You  know  well  that  you  have  no  truer  friend  than 
I  am. 

V. 


2t^th  Febj'uary  [1833]. 

The  friendship  between  you  and  me,  Sainte-Beuve,  is 
too  firmly  and  durably  cemented  to  allow  petty  personal 
questions  to  divide  us  for  a  single  moment.  We  are 
real  friends.  It  is  our  duty  not  to  give  a  moment's 
credence  to  the  stupid  or  malicious  gossip  which  may  be 
retailed  to  us  as  having  been  said  by  one  of  us  about  the 
other.  I  am  sure  you  do  not  doubt,  my  friend,  that  your 
name  is  never  mentioned  by  me  but  as  it  ought  to  be, 
with  every  expression  of  the  most  fraternal  friendship, 
admiration,  and  affection.  I  could  not  even  bear  to  have 
around  me  men  who  did  not  share  my  opinion  of  you,  and 
who  did  not  speak  of  you  as  I  do.  You  are  one  of  my 
objects  of  worship.  Do  not  forget  this  ;  and  whenever  you 
are  told  that  I  have  spoken  of  you  otherwise  than  as  of 
a  brother,  just  say,  "  That  is  not  so."  I  do  not  know  why  I 
am  writing  you  all  this,  for  I  am  sure  I  am  merely  giving 
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expression  to  your  own  thoughts ;  but  since  people  have 
been  stupid  enough  to  mention  your  name  in  connection 
with  M.  Buloz'  unworthy  behaviour  to  me,  I  wanted  to 
tell  you  that  you  have  never  been  dearer  to  me,  or  more 
continually  in  my  thoughts,  than  now,  when  I  hardly 
ever  see  you. 

V. 


lOth  March  [1833]. 

I  must  write  you  a  few  lines,  my  friend,  on  Abel's 
behalf.  M.  Buloz'  dislike  of  me  is  being  passed  on  to 
him.  M.  Buloz  had  made  an  agreement  with  him 
through  me,  which  led  Abel  to  refuse  offers  made  him 
from  other  quarters.  Now  M.  Buloz  thinks  fit  to  evade 
or  cancel  the  agreement  ...  I  will  have  nothing  to  say  to 
him.  But  it  would  be  very  kind  of  you,  my  dear  Sainte- 
Beuve,  to  speak  to  him  on  the  subject.  .  .  .  See  if  all 
recollection  of  past  services  has  not  faded  from  his  mind. 
All  future  relations  between  him  and  me  depend  on  this 
matter.  I  judge  people  once  for  all,  and  there  is  an  end 
of  it. 

I  will  go  and  see  you,  my  friend.  I  will  have  a  talk 
with  you  about  this,  and  also  about  many  other  matters 
on  which  I  need  your  friendly  advice.  Your  friendship 
is  still  one  of  the  bright  spots  in  my  life.  I  never  think 
of  it  without  emotion.  The  other  day  I  was  reading 
Les  Consolations  again.  Where  is  that  delightful  past  ? 
What  does  not  pass  away  is  the  memory  of  a  friendship 
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like  yours  in  a  heart  like  mine.  Farewell.  Rest  assured 
that  I  have  never  been  more  worthy  of  being  loved  by 
you. 


\2th  June  [1833]. 

My  friendship  with  you,  my  dear  Sainte-Beuve,  is,  as 
you  know,  quite  apart  from  all  literary  and  political 
questions  whatsoever.  No  doubt  it  would  give  me  great 
pleasure  to  know  that  your  opinions  were,  as  in  the  old 
days,  in  harmony  with  mine  on  all  those  art  problems 
the  solution  of  which  is  one  of  the  interests  of  my  life. 
But  it  can't  be  helped :  we  are  all  more  or  less  unsettled. 
One  thing  is  settled  and  unvarying  with  me,  and  that  is 
my  admiration  for  all  you  do,  and  my  love  for  what  you 
are. 

You  propose  that  we  should  dine  together.  It  would 
be  a  great  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  should  have  endless 
things  to  tell  you.  I  will  write  and  let  you  know  the 
first  day  I  am  disengaged. — -Farewell.  We  shall  meet 
soon. 

V. 


20th  August  [1833]. 

I  must  go  and  see  you  one  of  these  days,  my  dear 
Sainte-Beuve.    I  want  to  have  a  talk  with  you.    I  want  to 
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tell  you  what  I  have  just  said  to  someone  who  repeated 
to  me — without  malice,  however — some  cold  remarks 
which  you  were  supposed  to  have  made  about  me.  I 
said  it  could  not  be  so — that  we  both  knew  we  had  no  truer 
friend  than  each  other,  that  our  friendship  was  one  of 
those  which  are  proof  against  absence  and  gossip,  and  that 
I  loved  you  with  all  my  heart,  as  I  have  always  done.  I 
said  this,  and  now  I  sit  down  to  write  it  to  you,  so  that 
nothing  may  come  between  us  unawares,  and  that  not 
even  the  faintest  shadow  may  arise  between  your  heart 
and  mine. 

We  shall  soon  meet.  Farewell.  My  eyes  are  still 
very  bad,  and  I  am  working  hard. 

Victor. 


22nd  Au£-ust  [iS^S]' 
I  must  write  to  you  at  once,  while  the  impression 
your  letter  has  made  is  fresh  in  my  mind.  Perhaps  I 
ought  to  wait  a  day  or  two,  but  I  cannot.  How  little 
you  understand  my  character,  Sainte-Beuve :  you  have 
always  thought  me  ruled  by  my  head,  whereas  I  am 
guided  by  my  heart.  To  love,  and  to  need  love  and 
friendship — apply  these  two  words  as  you  like — is  the 
principle  of  my  existence,  whether  in  joy  or  grief,  before 
the  world  or  in  private,  heart-whole  or  not.  You  have 
never  recognised  this  sufficiently  in  me,  and  this  accounts 
for  more  than  one  signal  mistake  in  your  estimate  of  me, 
so  kindly  in  other  respects.    You  will  shake  your  head 
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at  this,  but  it  is  nevertheless  perfectly  true.  You  write 
me  a  long  letter,  my  poor  dear  friend,  full  of  literary 
details  and  unimportant  facts  magnified  by  our  separa- 
tion, which  would  vanish  into  nothing  and  make  us  both 
laugh  after  half-an-hour's  chat.  I  am  so  convinced  of 
this  that  I  am  sure  you  would  think  so  too  after  a 
moment's  reflection,  and  I  therefore  do  not  dwell  on  it. 
I  think  I  have  already  told  you,  Sainte-Beuve,  there  can 
be  no  literary  question  between  us.  There  were  two 
friends,  no  more  and  no  less.  I  admit  that  absence  has 
produced  an  opposite  effect  on  us  both.  You  love  me 
less  than  you  did  two  years  ago,  while  I  love  you  more. 
On  reflection,  the  explanation  is  very  simple.  I  was  the 
offended  party.  The  slow  and  gradual  process  of  for- 
getting the  events  which  estranged  us  acts  in  your  favour 
in  my  heart,  and  against  me  in  yours.  Since  life  is  so 
constituted,  let  us  resign  ourselves. 

On  my  side  I  was  still  so  firmly  attached  to  you, 
that  your  letter  telling  me  that  you  are  no  longer  my 
friend  leaves  me  all  sore  and  torn.  The  wound  will 
continue  to  bleed  for  a  long  time.  Farewell,  I  am  still 
your  sincere  friend.  My  consolation  in  this  life  will  be 
that  I  have  never  been  the  first  to  part  from  one  who 
loved  me. 

Boulanger  had  not  told  me  anything.  I  should  have 
mentioned  it  to  you. 
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2\th  August  [1833]. 

Thank  you,  my  friend,  for  your  letter ;  thanks  even 
for  the  first,  since  it  brings  me  the  second.  You  had 
no  idea  how  deeply  you  had  wounded  me,  nor  how  much 
good  you  do  me  now.  Great  Heavens  !  why  cannot  the 
depths  of  my  heart,  which  is  yours  more  than  ever,  be 
laid  bare  ?  Absence  kills  nothing  in  me — friendship  as 
little  as  love.  I  thought  you  knew  this.  Twelve  years 
ago,  a  separation  of  eighteen  months  only  caused  my 
love  to  become  deeper  and  more  holy.  My  heart  has 
never  altered.  I  am  still  the  same  stubborn  creature  in 
all  things,  who  loves  even  without  seeing  the  object  of 
his  affection.  I  suffer,  but  I  love  on.  Do  you  suppose 
that  I  have  not  gone  through  much  on  your  account 
during  the  last  two  years  ?  You  have  often  been  misled 
by  a  certain  outward  calm  in  me. 

My  wishes  coincide  with  yours,  of  course.  We 
will  dine  together  once  a  week.  We  will  let  no 
dust  settle  on  our  memories  of  the  past  or  on  our  secret 
shrines.  My  warmest  thanks  for  what  you  propose  to 
me  about  Charles.  We  will  talk  it  over.  I  feel  how 
sincere  and  touching  your  offer  is,  and  it  would  be  a 
great  thing  for  the  child.  But  you  see  what  obstacles 
there  are.  Anyhow,  whether  the  thing  is  done  or  not,  I 
am  deeply  grateful.  A  thousand  thanks.  You  do  me 
good ;  you  bring  me  back  a  friend — and  such  a  friend 

I  must  love  you,  and  feel  that  I  am  loved  by  you. 
It  is  part  of  my  life. 

I  am  under  an  engagement  to  finish  and  send  in  a 
play  before  the  ist  of  September.    You  know  how  my 
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work  absorbs  me  when  once  I  get  into  it ;  so  I  must 
end  this  letter.  After  that  date  I  will  go  and  see  you, 
or  I  will  write  to  ask  you  to  fix  a  day  for  us  to  have  a 
long  unreserved  talk.  I  did  go  to  see  you  a  little  while 
ago.  Did  you  know  it  ?  Oh  !  Sainte-Beuve,  two  such 
friends  as  we  are  should  never  part.  It  would  be  a 
crime.    There !    I  am  your  devoted  friend. 


2Zth  August  [1833]. 

This  is  only  to  tell  you,  my  friend,  that  I  am  hard  at 
work,  that  I  am  thinking  of  you,  and  that  I  am  yours 
with  all  my  heart. 

We  shall  meet  soon.    Love  me. 


At  Les 

I  am  writing  to  you 
I  shall  be  in  Paris  nex 
want  to  hear  my  playr    1  am  gomg 
at  seven  in  the  evening  in  the  Place 
join  us?    You  will  be  most  heartily 
remind  us  of  happier  days. 

Farewell.  We  will  fix  the 
dining  together. — Your  old  frien 


/ 

/ 
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21  St  October  [1833]. 
Many  thanks,  my  friend,  for  your  two  kind  notes.  I 
will  see  that  all  you  want  is  done.  They  will  only  have 
to  send  to  the  theatre  the  day  before  the  performance. 
We  will  dine  together  any  day  you  like. — I  love  you 
dearly. 

Victor. 


2yth  November  1833. 

Any  day  you  like  excepting  Sunday,  my  friend. 
Only,  give  me  two  or  three  days'  notice,  and  tell  me  the 
^act  time  and  the  place  of  our  meeting.    I  shall  be 
to  see  you  and  have  a  talk  with  you.    I  shall 
friendship  for  a  few  moments. 

Victor  Hugo. 

your  copy  of  Marie-Tudor} 


d^th  February  [1834]. 

One  must  be  very  certain  of  the  rights 
confers,  to  be  able  to  write  and  tell 
y  mind  at  this  moment.    But  I 
silence,  which   might   be  mis- 
ead  your  article,  which  is  one  of 
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the  best  you  have  ever  written,  and,  like  our  conversation 
the  other  day  at  Guttinguer's  house,  it  has  left  a  painful 
impression  on  me,  which  I  must  communicate  to  you. 
I  find  in  it  (and  it  produces  this  effect  on  two  persons) 
unbounded  eulogy,  magnificent  language,  but  underlying 
all — and  this  makes  me  very  sad — an  absence  of  kindly 
feeling.  I  should  have  preferred  less  praise  and  more 
sympathy.  What  is  the  cause  of  this  ?  .  .  .  Have  we 
come  to  this  point?  Examine  yourself  conscientiously, 
and  tell  me  if  I  am  right.  If  I  am  mistaken,  tell  me 
so  too,  and  as  roughly  as  you  like.  I  shall  be  glad  if 
you  can  prove  that  I  am  wrong. 

Before  closing  this  letter,  I  wished  to  read  your 
article  again,  for  the  fourth  time,  and  my  impression  of  it 
remains  the  same.  Victor  Hugo  is  overwhelmed  with 
praise;  Victor  Hugo  thanks  you;  but  Victor,  your  old 
friend  Victor,  is  grieved. — Sincerely  yours, 

V. 


'jth  February  [1834]. 
I  wish  I  had  you  here  to  shake  you  by  the  hand. 
Your  letter  is  a  kind  one ;  thank  you,  my  friend.  I 
have  barely  time  to  write  you  a  few  lines,  but  I  must  not 
let  the  day  go  by  without  telling  you  that  you  will  make 
me  sleep  well  to-night. 

V. 


8 


113 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


Tuesday  evenings  \st  April  [i  834]. 

Any  friend  of  mine  has  to  share  so  much  animosity 
and  so  much  despicable  persecution  nowadays,  that  I  can 
quite  understand  even  the  most  tried  friendship  shrinking 
from  the  ordeal.  Farewell,  then,  my  friend ;  let  us  each 
bury  in  silence  what  was  already  dead  in  you,  and  what 
your  letter  kills  in  me.  Farewell. 

V. 


To  Monsieur  Sainte-Beuve,  at  the  Institut. 

2Zth  February  1845.-^ 

Your  letter  moves  and  touches  me.  I  thank  you  with 
all  my  heart  for  your  thanks. 

V. 

^  After  Victor  Hugo's  speech  for  Sainte-Beuve's  reception  into  the 
French  Academy. 
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fixAMPES,  \gth  August  1834. 

Good-morning,  my  pet ;  good-morning,  my  dear  little 
girlie.  I  promised  to  write  to  you.  You  see,  I  am  keep- 
ing my  word. 

I  have  seen  the  sea,  some  fine  churches,  and  some 
pretty  country.  The  sea  is  large,  the  churches  are  hand- 
some, the  country  is  pretty  ;  but  the  country  is  not  as 
pretty  as  you,  the  churches  are  not  as  handsome  as  your 
mamma,  and  the  sea  is  not  as  great  as  my  love  for 
you  all. 

My  pet,  I  have  often  given  halfpence  to  poor  children 
walking  barefooted  by  the  roadside,  for  your  sakes,  my 
little  ones.    I  love  you  all  dearly. 

A  few  hours  more  and  I  shall  be  kissing  you  on  your 
two  dear  little  cheeks,  and  also  my  big  Charlie,  and  my 
little  Dede,  who  will  give  me  a  smile,  I  hope,  and  my 
beloved  Toto. 

Good-bye  for  the  present,  my  Didine.  Keep  this 
letter.  When  you  are  grown  up  I  shall  be  old,  you  will 
show  it  me,  and  we  shall  love  each  other  dearly ;  when 
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you  are  old  you  will  show  it  to  your  children,  and  they 
will  love  you  as  much  as  I  do.  We  shall  soon  meet. — 
Your  own  daddy, 

V. 


Amiens,  ird  August  1835. 

I  am  writing  to  you  on  very  bad  paper,  my  Didine, 
but  I  should  like  to  put  so  many  nice  things  on  it  as  to 
make  it  seem  charming  to  you. 

I  hope  you  have  been  very  good,  very  gentle,  very 
quiet,  and  very  nice  to  your  mother,  who  is  so  kind  herself. 

You  must  take  my  place  with  her  till  I  see  you 
again,  and  also  make  up  to  her  for  the  other  dear  little 
children,  who  are  dull  in  Paris  while  you  are  enjoying 
yourself  at  Angers. 

When  you  see  them  again  you  must  kiss  them  all 
for  me — Charlie  on  his  two  fat  cheeks,  Toto  on  his  fore- 
head, and  Dede  on  her  sweet  little  mouth. 

I  love  you  dearly,  my  Didine. — Your  own  daddy, 

V. 


Tr^port,  6th  August  1835. 

Thank  you  for  your  nice  little  letter,  my  pet ;  I 
shall  be  very  glad  when  the  day  comes  for  me  to  thank 
you  with  a  kiss  on  both  your  cheeks. 
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I  am  at  the  seaside ;  it  is  very  beautiful ;  but  if  you 
were  there  with  your  mother  and  the  other  little  ones,  it 
would  look  quite  ugly  compared  with  you  all. 

I  am  delighted  with  that  story  of  the  cows  which 
gave  grandpapa  a  draught  of  milk.  I  would  have  asked 
you  to  give  them  a  hug  for  me,  but  you  have  not  got 
them  with  you  now. 

Good-bye  for  the  present,  my  Didinette ;  write  to 
me,  and  tell  mother  to  give  you  a  kiss  and  ten  sous. — 
Your  own  daddy, 

V. 


"jth  August  1836. 

Good-morning,  my  Didine.  Good-morning,  my  pet. 
I  am  writing  to  you  from  Rennes.  It  is  five  o'clock  in 
the  morning.  It  is  Thursday,  a  holiday.  I  have  been 
travelling  for  two  days  and  two  nights,  shaken  up  like  a 
bottle  that  is  being  rinsed.     I  shall  see  the  sea  to-day. 

Here  are  kisses  for  you,  and  for  my  three  other  little 
treasures. 

Good-bye  for  the  present. — Your  own  daddy, 

V. 


Valenciennes,  \^th  August  1837. 

The  church  bells  are  pealing  as  I  arrive  in  this  town. 
It  is  the  fete  of  the  Virgin.  I  dedicate  it  to  you,  my 
child. 
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I  did  not  wish  to  let  this  day  go  by  without  writing 
to  you,  my  beloved  Didine.  Not  a  day,  not  an  hour 
passes  without  my  thinking  of  you. 

Your  mother,  you,  your  brothers,  and  your  dear  little 
sister  are  always  in  my  thoughts,  and  united  to  me  in 
the  same  love. 

Did  you  get  my  last  little  scrawl  ?  Did  you  like  it, 
my  Didine  ?    Keep  it  for  my  sake. 

Above  all,  keep  your  innocence  and  your  kind  heart, 
your  reverence  for  God  and  for  your  mother,  your  simple 
mind,  and  constant  desire  to  do  right ;  in  so  doing  you 
will  some  day,  like  your  mother,  unite  the  virtues  of  the 
woman  to  the  innocence  of  the  child. 

To  get  here,  I  had  to  pass  through  lovely  country, 
green  and  covered  with  flowers,  which  made  me  think  of 
God ;  I  spoke  to  it  of  you,  of  all  of  you,  my  dear  ones, 
whom  I  have  left  behind  me. 

Kiss  all  those  I  love  who  are  around  you  for  me, 
beginning  with  your  mother. — Your  own  daddy, 

V. 


fixAPES,  near  Boulogne-sur-Mer, 
-^rd  September,  g  P.M.  [1837]. 

I  have  passed  through  Dunkirk,  Calais,  and  Boulogne- 
sur-Mer,  my  darling  Didine  ;  and  I  have  read  your  two 
nice  little  letters  over  and  over  again,  as  well  as  those 
from  your  brothers  and  from  your  dear  mother,  who  is  so 
beloved  and  so  worthy  of  it.    Your  grandfather  has  also 
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written  me  a  charming  letter.    Give  him  my  best  love 

and  thanks  for  this,  and  do  not  leave  out  Juju.    I  have 

just  been  walking  on  the  beach  and  thinking  of  you,  my 

poor  little  darling.    I  gathered  this  flower  for  you  on  the 

sandhills.      It  is  a  wild  pansy,  which  has  been  often 

watered  by  the  foam  of  the  ocean.    Keep  it  for  daddy's 

sake,  who  is  so  fond  of  you.    I  have  already  sent  your 

mother  a  flower  from  the  ruins,  the  Ghent  poppy,  and 

now  here  is  a  flower  from  the  sea.     And   then,  my 

darling,  I  wrote  your  name  on  the  sand,  Didi.  To-night 

the  rising  tide  will  obliterate  it,  but  nothing  can  ever 

obliterate  your  father's  love  for  you. 

I  have  constantly  thought  of  you,  dear  child.  Every 

fine  town  I  saw  made  me  wish  that  you,  your  mother,  and 

your  brothers  had  been  with  me,  and  your  grandfather 

to  explain  everything  to  us.    All  day  I  was  looking  at 

churches  and  pictures,  and  then  at  night  I  gazed  at  the 

sky,  and  thought  once  more  of  you,  my  Didine,  as  I 

watched  that  beautiful  constellation,  the  chariot  of  God, 

which  I  have  taught  you  to  distinguish  among  the  stars. 

• 

•        •  • 

• 

See,  my  child,  how  great  God  is,  and  how  small  we 
are ;  where  we  put  dots  of  ink,  He  puts  suns.  These 
are  the  letters  with  which  He  writes.  The  sky  is  His 
book.  I  shall  bless  God,  my  Didine,  if  you  are  always 
able  to  read  it,  and  I  hope  you  may. 

As  to  the  fine  towns  I  have  seen,  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  them.  In  the  meanwhile,  here  is  something  to 
give  you  a  faint  idea  of  them,  as  the  other  sketch  gives 
you  an  idea  of  the  Great  Bear.    Imagine  that  my  draw- 
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ing  is  twinkling,  and  you  will  fancy  you  have  seen  what 
I  have. 

In  a  few  days,  my  child,  between  the  i  oth  and  the 
15th,  I  shall  be  in  Paris.  Oh!  what  joy  it  will  be  to 
embrace  you  all  again.  In  the  meanwhile,  give  Charlie, 
Toto,  and  Dede  a  kiss  for  me.  My  fondest  love  to  you 
and  to  your  mother,  to  whom  I  will  write  to-morrow. — 
Your  own  daddy, 

V. 

For  My  darling  Didine, 

[1838.] 

Thank  you  for  your  nice  little  letter,  my  Didine. 
It  went  to  my  heart.  I  see  with  joy  that  you  love  your 
father  as  much  as  he  loves  you,  and  that  you  appreciate 
beautiful  things  as  he  does.  You  are  your  father's  own 
child. 

Write  to  me  as  often  as  you  can,  my  little  pet.  I 
have  no  doubt  I  shall  often  need  this  ray  of  sunshine. 

You  have  seen  the  banks  of  the  Seine ;  I  am  going 
to  see  the  banks  of  the  Rhine,  which  are  still  more 
beautiful.    I  will  take  you  there  some  day. 

Think  of  me,  dear  child,  and  kiss  my  Charlie,  my 
Toto,  and  my  Dede  for  me.  You  five  at  home  fill  my 
heart. — Your  own  daddy, 

Victor  H. 

I  have  not  been  very  well,  but  I  am  all  right  now. 
My  best  love  to  M.  Vacquerie. 
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Epernay,  2'jth  August,  noon  [1838]. 

I  am  writing  you  a  few  lines  in  great  haste,  my 
Didine,  as  the  post  is  going.  I  shall  get  to  Paris 
to-morrow  evening,  the  28th,  at  8  o'clock,  and  I  hope 
to  embrace  you  all  the  day  after.  Remind  your  dear 
mother  to  do  all  I  asked  her  for  Joly,  and  to  get  a 
servant  by  the  time  I  return. 

I  have  seen  Reims,  and  instead  of  a  long  description 
I  send  you  a  little  picture  of  it,  which  I  think  will  please 
you  just  as  much.  Tell  Charlie,  Toto,  and  Dede  that  I 
will  draw  a  picture  for  each  of  them  when  I  get  to  Paris. 

Here  are  many  kisses  for  you,  my  pet,  and  for  your 
beloved  mother,  and  all  the  little  ones.  Give  my  love  to 
your  grandpapa,  who  is  your  kind  papa  as  well. 

Good-bye  till  the  day  after  to-morrow. — Your  own 
daddy, 

V. 


For  My  Charlie. 

Mayence,  I  St  October  [1838]. 

My  dear  old  Charlie, — You  must  write  me  a  good 
long  letter  (to  Treves),  beginning  it  early  and  finishing  it 
late.  You  know  how  much  I  love  you,  dear  child.  I  must 
have  a  long  letter  from  you.  You  must  also  write  a 
little  diary  for  me,  telling  me  how  you  have  spent  your 
time  at  Saint-Prix  during  the  holidays,  and  if,  as  I  hope, 
you  have  prepared  for  next  year's  work  amid  your  play 
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and  leisure  time.  I  want  you,  my  dear  Charlie,  to  be  a 
good  hard-working  boy  and  an  industrious  scholar. 

Talking  of  this  reminds  me  that  in  one  of  my  letters 
I  gave  you  an  exercise  to  write.  Neither  you  nor  Toto 
have  sent  it  to  me.  Now  that  the  holidays  are  nearly 
over,  and  you  have  only  a  few  days  left  to  play,  I  will  let 
you  off  this  exercise. 

If  you  have  read  my  letters,  dear  Charlie,  you  will 
know  what  I  mean  by  the  Cat  and  the  Mouse.  The  Cat 
is  for  Toto,  and  the  Mouse  for  you.  In  my  drawing 
they  are  quite  unlike  nature ;  the  mouse  is  much  larger 
and  much  fiercer  than  the  cat.  The  day  I  was  drawing 
it,  the  sky,  in  which  it  was  disappearing,  was  stormy  and 
lowering. 

You  will  notice  at  the  foot  of  the  adjoining  mountain 
the  face  of  a  giant  with  his  mouth  open.  I  drew  this 
very  carefully.    Your  giant  is  an  excellent  likeness. 

I  do  all  this  with  pleasure,  dear  children,  for  your 
sakes,  to  amuse  you  and  make  you  happy.  My  pleasures 
of  the  moment,  as  well  as  the  work  of  all  my  life,  are 
for  you. 

I  am  not  sure  what  state  the  drawings  I  send  you 
will  arrive  in.  The  ink  one  gets  at  inns  loses  its  colour 
from  one  day  to  another  in  the  most  tiresome  way. 

I  have  worked  hard  during  the  holidays,  dear  Charlie ; 
I  hope  that  you  have  done  the  same  too  a  little.  You 
have  been  always  in  my  thoughts,  my  dear  old  boy ;  I 
hope  that  you  have  thought  of  your  daddy,  who  loves 
you  as  dearly  as,  nay  more  than,  his  life,  and  who  kisses 
you  on  both  your  nice  cheeks. 

V. 
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For  My  Didine. 

Stockach,  I  gth  October  [1838]. 

I  am  writing  to  you,  as  well  as  to  your  mother,  my 
beloved  Didine,  and  I  beg  you  and  her  to  write  me  a 
nice  little  letter  to  Forbach,  Poste  Restante.  Write  as 
soon  as  you  have  received  this  note. 

Did  you  read  what  I  wrote  about  the  Cathedral  at 
Mayence?  While  I  was  going  over  this  beautiful 
church  I  was  thinking  of  you,  my  darling,  and  of  the 
description  I  should  give  you  of  it  of  an  evening  at  our 
fireside  in  the  Place  Royale.  I  enclose  the  paper  on 
which  I  made  a  few  notes  while  I  was  in  the  Cathedral. 
It  is  only  an  illegible  scrawl,  but  keep  it  all  your  life,  for 
my  sake.    It  is  a  souvenir  I  give  you. 

The  post  is  going,  and  I  have  hardly  time  to  finish 
this  sheet.  We  shall  meet  soon,  dearest  Didine.  Kiss 
my  dear  boys  for  me.  In  a  week  or  so  I  shall  see  and 
embrace  you  all  again.  What  joy  that  will  be,  my 
darling !  It  seems  to  me  ages  since  I  saw  you  last. 
Good-bye.  Think  of  your  daddy,  my  beloved  little 
daughter.    And  write  to  me. 

V. 


Tuesday,  25///  June,  8  P.M.  [1839]. 

I  am  answering  your  letter  at  once,  dear  child,  so 
that  this  letter  may  reach  you  before  you  leave.  Your 
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note  gave  me  great  pleasure.  You  are  enjoying  your- 
self, you  are  pleased — that  is  enough  for  your  parents,  my 
child ;  we  feel  you  are  happy,  and  that  makes  us  happy. 

You  must  not  be  surprised  at  not  hearing  from  your 
dear  mother.  She  has  plenty  to  do,  as  you  know.  She 
has  all  the  housekeeping  to  look  after,  and  she  spends 
four  hours  a  day  teaching  poor  dear  little  Dede. 

Please  give  our  best  thanks  to  kind  Mme.  Chaley, 
and  all  her  family,  for  all  the  kindness  that  has  been 
shown  you.  I  must  thank  you  for  having  copied  those 
lines.  I  have  taken  you  away  from  your  walks,  your 
games,  and  your  talks  under  the  trees  for  a  time,  but,  as 
it  has  not  bored  you,  I  am  satisfied.  It  has  made  you 
think  of  your  father,  who  needs  nothing  to  remind  him 
of  you. 

Farewell  till  Thursday,  my  beloved  Didine.  You 
are  coming  back  to  us,  and  everyone  is  delighted  at  the 
idea.    Till  Thursday,  my  darling. — Your  loving  father, 

V. 


Marseilles,  yd  October  [1839]. 

I  have  read  your  two  nice  letters,  my  Didine,  and 
they  pleased  me  very  much.  All  that  I  see — the  sky, 
the  mountains,  the  sea — all  this  is  nothing  to  me,  you  see. 
I  prefer  my  fireside,  my  old  blue  sofa,  with  all  of  you  on 
my  knees,  to  the  Alps  and  the  Mediterranean.  I  feel  it 
very  deeply  at  this  moment  when  I  am  alone  and  reading 
your  dear  little  letters,  which  bring  tears  to  my  eyes. 
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In  a  fortnight,  between  the  15  th  and  the  20th,  I 
shall  see  you  and  embrace  you  again ;  we  shall  then 
have  a  good  long  time  to  be  together,  and  I  shall  be  so 
happy. 

You  see,  my  dear  child,  one  goes  away  because  one 
needs  a  change,  and  one  comes  back  because  one  wants 
happiness. 

Continue  to  be  good  and  gentle,  and  to  be  a 
pleasure  to  me.  Be  attentive  and  loving  to  your  good 
mother.  She  loves  you  so  much,  and  is  so  worthy  of 
your  love ! 

Every  evening  I  look  at  the  stars,  as  we  used  to  do 
at  night  from  the  balcony  in  the  Place  Royale,  and  I 
think  of  you,  my  Didine.  I  am  glad  to  see  that  you 
love  and  understand  nature.  Nature  is  the  face  of  God. 
He  appears  to  us  through  it,  and  we  can  read  His 
thoughts  in  it. 

When  this  letter  reaches  you,  you  will  be  on  the 
point  of  starting  for  Paris.  Perhaps  you  will  have  left 
already.  I  shall  also  be  beginning  my  journey  home  in 
a  few  days.  I  shall  leave  the  fine  weather  and  brilliant 
sunshine  behind  me,  but  I  shall  have  you,  my  darling 
Didine,  and  all  of  you,  to  come  back  to.  I  am  wrapped 
up  in  you  all.  Many  kisses,  dear  child. — Your  dear  old 
daddy, 

V. 

Write  at  once  to  Poste  Restante,  Chalon-sur-Sa6ne. 
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Cannes,  8/^  Oaober  [iS^g]- 
Here  are  four  sketches  for  you  four,  my  Didine.  I 
send  ^ou  the  Strasburg  Cathedral  to  match  that  of  Reims  ; 
to  Charlie,  a  view  of  a  splendid  old  tower,  surrounded  by 
the  sea,  on  the  island  of  Saint  -  Honorat,  two  leagues 
from  here  (I  have  written  the  story  of  the  tower  at  the 
side  of  the  drawing) ;  to  Toto,  the  view  of  a  suburb  of 
Bale,  taken  from  the  Cathedral  Square ;  and  to  Ded^,  a 
few  pretty  Baden  houses,  with  the  town  gate.  I  hope 
you  will  all  be  pleased  with  them ;  and  then,  when  I  get 
home,  I  will  do  some  more  sketches  for  those  who  have 
come  off  worst.  I  am  the  best  off,  after  all,  because  I 
feel  the  pleasure  I  am  giving  you  more  than  you  do. 

Those  mountains  behind  the  spire  of  Strasburg 
are  the  Black  Forest. 

This  is  a  beautiful  spot ;  I  came  to  it  to  see  the 
prison  of  the  Man  with  the  Iron  Mask,  I  have  also  seen 
the  Gulf  Juan,  where  Napoleon  landed  in  1815.  I 
start  for  Paris  the  day  after  to-morrow.  I  shall  get 
there  by  the  18  th  or  19th.  Kiss  your  dear  good  mother 
for  me.  Tell  her  I  count  on  getting  a  letter  from  her  at 
Chalon-sur-Saone.  I  had  begun  a  long  letter  to  her,  but 
your  drawings  prevented  me  from  finishing  it.  She  will 
get  it  soon. 

You  are  back  at  school  again,  Charlie.  Work  hard, 
be  as  good  a  scholar  as  you  are  a  good  boy,  and  love 
your  father,  who  is  always  thinking  of  you. 

I  will  enclose  a  letter  for  you  in  the  next  I  write  to  your 
mother.    Good-bye  for  the  present,  my  darling  Charlie. 
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We  shall  meet  soon,  my  Toto.  I  have  been  at  sea 
for  the  last  fortnight.  I  have  learnt  how  to  steer  a 
sailing-boat,  to  make  plain  knots,  gasket  knots,  running 
knots,  etc.  I  will  show  you  all  my  accomplishments  in 
Paris.  You  are  now  at  school ;  you  must  work  hard 
too,  my  pet. 

My  Dede,  I  love  you.  You  love  papa  very  much, 
don't  you  ?  I  wanted  to  pick  up  some  shells  for  you 
here,  but  I  could  not  find  any.  There  is  nothing  but 
sand,  which  is  ridiculous. 

I  am  coming  back  to  you,  my  Didine.  Make  your 
mother  happy,  my  darling,  and  love  me. 

We  shall  meet  soon,  mamma — very  soon,  my  Adele. 
Write  me  a  nice  letter,  a  really  nice  letter.  I  love  you, 
and  I  shall  love  you  still  more  if  you  will  send  me  some 
loving  and  tender  words,  which  I  am  longing  for. 

As  to  the  rent,  tell  M.  Bellanger  I  will  pay  it  when 
I  come  back,  about  the  1 8th  or  1 9th. 

Kiss  me,  my  Adele,  and  be  happy,  for  I  am  devotedly 
attached  to  you. 

I  embrace  you  all,  my  darlings. — Your  father, 

V. 

The  drawings  are  all  one  inside  the  other.  You  must 
open  them  carefully. 
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Chalon-SUR-Sa6ne,  \Zth  October 

I  shall  be  in  Paris  about  the  23rd  or  25th  to  embrace 
you,  my  darling  Didine,  and  to  embrace  all  of  you.  I 
hope  I  shall  not  be  stopped  by  there  being  no  seats  in 
the  diligences.  This  is  what  prevents  my  letting  you 
know  the  exact  day.    I  do  not  even  know  it  myself. 

I  found  two  nice  little  letters  from  you  here,  my 
darling.  I  am  so  touched  by  all  you  say,  my  child. 
I  see  that  you  love  me,  that  you  all  love  me,  and  this  is  the 
delight  of  my  life. 

Write  once  more  to  Poste  Restante,  Fontainebleau. 
Kiss  Charlie  and  Toto  for  me,  and  tell  them  they  must 
work  hard,  now  that  they  have  been  so  pleased  with  the 
little  drawings  I  sent  them. 

As  for  you,  my  Didine,  continue  to  be  good  and 
gentle ;  improve  your  heart  and  mind ;  love  God  through 
your  mother,  and  love  me  too,  I  who  work  only  for  you 
all,  and  everyone  will  bless  you  as  I  do.  Good-bye  for  the 
present,  dear  daughter. — Your  loving  father, 

V. 

See  that  all  the  letters  and  papers  are  kept  for  me, 
and  that  nothing  is  mislaid. 


Sunday y  \2th  [1839]. 

My  darling  Didine, — Will  you  send  the  enclosed 
note  to  your  friend  Clementine  for  her  brother,  who  has  sent 
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me  some  pretty  verses,  and  whose  address  I  do  not  know. 
Tell  your  dear  mother  I  saw  Charles  and  Toto  this 
morning.  M.  Prieur  has  bespoken  them  for  the  day. 
Charles'  theme  is  well  done,  but  unfortunately  he  made 
two  mistakes  in  it.  Still,  I  do  not  despair  about  it.  Tell 
your  mother  I  left  the  letter  for  the  grocer  on  my 
chimney-piece. 

Good-bye  for  the  present,  dear  child.  Fondest  love 
to  you  all. — Your  loving  father, 

V. 


I  ith  May,  midnight  [i  840]. 

You  have  not  written  to  me,  Didine,  my  dear  child  ; 
you  have  not  thought  of  your  daddy ;  it  is  now  Wednes- 
day evening,  and  I  do  not  yet  know  if  I  am  to  get  places 
for  your  brothers  for  Saturday  evening.  Will  there  be 
time  to  do  it?  Write  directly,  my  Didine.  Tell  me  the 
news  about  you  all ;  and  then  send  me  my  shirtmaker's 
address ;  and  then  give  me  minute  directions  how  to  find 
your  house  when  one  gets  to  Saint-Prix. 

Good-bye  till  Sunday,  I  hope,  my  poor  darling.  Kiss 
your  dear  mother  and  Ded(^  for  me.  My  love  to  your 
kind  grandfather,  and  I  embrace  you,  my  Didine. — Your 
own  daddy, 

V. 
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I  Zth  August  [i  842]. 

Thank  you,  my  darling  daughter,  my  beloved  Didine, 
for  your  nice  little  letter.  Write  to  me  like  this  every 
day.  I  was  so  delighted  to  hear  that  Toto  was  taking 
such  draughts  of  your  good  air  into  his  lungs.  Here  is 
a  little  sketch  which  I  send  him  by  way  of  thanks.  But 
tell  him  to  take  great  care  of  himself,  not  to  over-tire 
himself,  not  to  cough,  and  to  come  in  early.  Tell  all 
this  to  your  dear  mother,  who  is  adored  by  Toto,  I  am 
sure.  Give  her  a  kiss  for  me,  as  well  as  to  Charlie  and 
Dede. — Your  own  daddy, 

V. 

A  little  job  has  cropped  up  for  me,  as  president  of 
the  Institute,  which  keeps  me  here.  As  soon  as  I  am 
free,  I  will  come  and  see  you  all  and  embrace  you ;  I  am 
longing  for  this  as  much  as  you  are,  my  dear  ones. 

Give  my  love  to  dear  Julia.  Kindest  regards  to  the 
Collin  ladies. 


Wednesday y  3      August  [i  842]. 

It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  me,  my  dear  little  girl,  to 
get  all  the  good  news  you  give  me.  Your  mother  has 
recovered  from  her  slight  indisposition;  Toto  is  getting 
better  every  day.  Thank  God  !  I  was  rather  anxious 
about  Saint-Prix  ;  now  I  bless  the  place. 

I  am  afraid  I  shall  not  be  able  to  go  and  see  you  all 
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before  Friday,  and  even  then  I  must  return  here  early 
the  next  day.  I  suppose  I  shall  arrive  at  the  same  time 
as  M.  H.  Didier,  who  wrote  to  me  to  ask  if  he  might  do 
so.  Your  mother  will  no  doubt  find  a  bed  for  him 
somewhere. 

Please  thank  the  Collin  ladies,  until  I  can  do  so 
myself.  I  know  how  kind  they  are,  but  I  am  doubly 
pleased  when  their  kindness  is  extended  to  all  of  you. 

Kiss  your  dear  mother  on  both  her  cheeks,  and  then 
Charlie,  and  Dede,  and  Julia.  Here  is  a  small  letter  for 
my  Toto,  whose  little  man  is  delightful.  As  for  you, 
my  darling  daughter,  I  embrace  you,  as  I  love  you,  very 
fondly, 

V. 

Take  great  care  of  yourself  also.  Be  careful  about 
your  headaches.  Eat  well,  laugh  and  be  merry.  Dear 
children,  my  chief  happiness  is  to  know  you  are  all 
well. 


Wednesday y  ytk  September  [1842]. 

Here  is  a  little  note  for  Toto,  my  darling  child.  I 
am  much  afraid  my  work  will  prevent  my  going  to  see 
you  before  the  beginning  of  next  week.  This  distresses 
me  even  more  than  it  does  you.  You  know,  you  all 
know,  that  my  happiness  is  to  be  among  you,  my 
children.  It  requires  a  great  deal  of  courage  to  stay 
here  when  you  are  all  down  there. 
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Kiss  your  dear  mother  for  me,  my  beloved  little 
daughter.  Tell  dear  old  Charlie,  that  as  he  has  taken  up 
drawing  he  must  always  draw  from  real  life — slowly, 
carefully,  and  conscientiously.  That  is  the  way  to  attain 
rapidity  and  steadiness  of  execution.  Tell  Ded^  to  think 
a  little  of  me,  when  Gipon  and  Gipus  leave  her  the  time 
to  do  so.  Above  all,  enjoy  yourselves,  keep  well,  and  be 
happy.  In  five  or  six  days  I  hope  I  shall  see  Julia  with 
her  hair  done  up  in  Chinese  style  ;  in  the  meanwhile, 
give  her  my  best  love. 

Make  my  excuses  to  the  Collin  ladies  for  not  having 
been  to  see  them  last  time,  and  give  them  my  kind 
regards.  And  then,  dear  child,  when  you  have  done  all 
these  commissions,  ask  your  mother  to  kiss  you  for 
me ;  she  alone  can  do  it  as  lovingly  as  I. — Your  loving 
father, 

V. 


Friday  [1842]. 

Thank  you,  my  darling  child,  for  your  nice  little 
letter.  Alas  !  I  cannot  come ;  I  am  up  to  my  knees,  up 
to  my  neck,  up  to  my  eyes,  and  even  over  head  and 
ears  in  my  second  act.  Kiss  your  dear  mother  for  me, 
and  here  are  three  scrawls.  Cast  lots  for  them  among 
you  four.  When  I  come,  I  will  give  a  kiss  to  the  one 
who  did  not  get  anything. — Your  own  daddy, 

V. 
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To  Madame  Vacquerie-Hugo. 

\6th  March  [1843]. 

If  you  received  all  the  letters  I  send  you,  dear  child, 
the  postman  would  disturb  your  sweet  happiness  at  every 
moment  of  the  day  and  night.  For  a  whole  month,  in 
the  midst  of  this  vortex,  beset  by  renewed  animosity, 
overwhelmed  with  rehearsals,  lawsuits,  worries,  lawyers, 
and  actors — wearied,  harassed,  with  bad  eyes,  tormented  on 
every  side — I  can  truly  say,  my  beloved  child,  that  not  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  has  passed  without  my  thinking  of 
you,  and  without  my  sending  you,  mentally,  heaps  of  kind 
little  messages. 

I  know  you  are  happy ;  I  rejoice  in  it  from  a  distance, 
and  with  a  melancholy  pleasure,  and  your  blue  sky 
makes  up  to  me  for  my  clouds.  My  heart  is  sad,  but 
at  the  same  time  full  ;  I  know  that  your  husband  is  kind, 
gentle,  and  charming  ;  I  thank  him  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart  for  your  happiness ;  be  wise,  both  of  you,  and 
absorbed  in  each  other  ;  true  happiness  lies  in  being  united, 
— keep  united,  my  children  :  this  is  the  only  serious,  true, 
good,  and  real  thing  in  life.  I  love  you,  and  my  thoughts 
are  with  you,  my  beloved  daughter. 

When  you  receive  the  Bui-graves  you  will  see  on 
pages  ninety-six  and  ninety-seven  some  lines  I  could  not 
bear  to  listen  to  at  the  rehearsals,  for  the  first  few  days 
after  your  departure.  I  used  to  go  into  a  corner  and 
cry  like  a  child,  or  like  a  father  as  I  am.  There !  I  do 
love  you  dearly,  my  poor  little  Didine. 

Your  mother  reads  me  your  letters.    Write  good 
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long  ones.  We  live  your  life  with  you.  As  for  me,  I 
can  hardly  write.  Many  kisses  for  you,  love  to  your 
husband,  and  my  warmest  regards  to  Mme.  Lefevre. — 
Your  loving  father, 

V. 


To  Charles  Vacquerie. 

2ird  March  [1843]. 

Here  is  a  letter,  my  dear  Charles,  that  I  have  written 
to  your  good  mother.  Be  so  kind  as  to  give  it  to  her. 
I  have  just  this  moment  received  yours  ;  many  thanks  for 
it.  I  am  glad  that  my  daughter  makes  you  happy  amid 
the  grief  which  overwhelms  you.  She  is  a  dear  sweet 
child  ;  she  is  worthy  of  you  ;  you  are  worthy  of  her. 
Always  love  each  other.  Everything  lies  in  that  one 
word. — Yours,  with  much  affection, 

V.  H, 


To  Madame  Vacquerie-Hugo. 

Paris,  2  \st  April  [i  843]. 

Never  say  that  I  forget  you,  my  beloved  daughter, 
even  in  fun.  If  I  do  not  write  often,  the  reason  perhaps 
is  that  I  am  thinking  too  much  about  you.    I  have  often 
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long  delightful  conversations  with  you,  without  you 
knowing  it;  in  the  silence  of  the  night  I  send  you 
blessings  from  here  which  reach  you,  I  am  sure,  and 
make  you  sleep  better,  and  be  more  loved.  As  I  have 
already  told  you,  you  receive  letters  of  this  kind  at  every 
moment. 

As  for  the  other  kind  of  letters,  those  written  on 
paper  and  carried  by  the  post,  they  are  so  cold  in  com- 
parison, so  imperfect,  so  dimmed  by  all  the  shadows 
which  life  casts  !  Truly,  my  beloved  daughter,  I  do  not 
write  to  you,  because  I  think  too  much  of  you.  Make 
what  you  like  of  this,  but  it  is  so.  Above  all,  never  say 
that  your  father  forgets  you. 

Your  mother  reads  all  your  nice  little  letters  to  me. 
They  are  bright  and  sweet.  They  bring  us  an  echo  of 
your  happiness.  Dear  child,  be  happy,  make  your 
husband  happy  ;  cultivate  your  mutual  happiness,  both 
of  you,  with  unremitting  love. 

Before  long,  next  month,  your  mother,  Dede,  and 
Toto  will  join  you.  I  shall  remain  alone  in  Paris,  where 
I  an)  still  kept  by  endless  work,  business,  and  worries. 
Think  of  me  sometimes,  then,  all  of  you,  and  also  of  dear 
old  Charlie,  who  is  an  exile  like  me. 

I  for  my  part  shall  think  of  you,  and  wish  you  every 
happiness  and  every  joy.  Present  my  kind  regards  to 
Mme.  Vacquerie  and  Mme.  Lefevre.  Give  my  best  love 
to  your  husband,  and  then  always  love  your  father,  who 
loves  you  so  much. 
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22nd  May  [1843]. 
Your  happiness  is  mine,  my  darling  Didine,  and 
every  time  I  get  one  of  your  nice  little  letters,  full  of 
such  serene  happiness,  I  thank  God.  My  best  love  to 
your  dear  good  husband.  I  thank  him  for  making  you 
happy. 

I  am  living  here,  my  dear  child,  in  the  greatest 
solitude,  my  mind  full  of  you  all,  for  it  is  of  you  I  think 
when  I  work.  I  walk  about  all  day  under  the  trees  of 
the  forest  of  Vincennes,  with  the  old  keep  to  look  at, 
and  occasionally  a  peasant  or  a  road-mender  for  a 
companion,  and  composing  poetry  all  the  time. 

I  shall  remain  in  Paris  as  long  as  possible  on  Charles' 
account,  and  also  for  the  sake  of  your  good  old  friend, 
Mile.  Louise  Bertin,  who  will,  I  hope,  get  a  Monthyon 
prize.  I  have  set  things  going,  and  I  must  now  keep 
my  eye  on  the  hostile  party  in  the  Academy  until  the 
matter  is  settled. 

Your  mother  has  given  me  a  thousand  delightful 
details  about  your  home.  You  had  already  told  me 
some.  She  has  completed  the  picture.  I  can  see  your 
little  room  in  my  mind's  eye — your  furniture,  all  well 
chosen  and  arranged,  the  drawings,  the  curiosities,  the 
portraits,  and  my  Didine  looking  fresh  and  happy  in  the 
midst  of  all  these  pretty  things. 

I  embrace  you  and  I  love  you,  my  child.  What 
happiness  it  will  be  to  see  you  again !  Think  of  me, 
write  to  me.  Do  not  forget,  you  have  still  the  same 
place  in  my  heart  and  in  my  life.  Here  is  another  kiss 
for  you. 
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ilthjune  [1843]. 

My  eyes  are  very  bad,  my  darling  child,  as  I  write.  I 
must  work,  but  it  makes  my  eyes  worse.  Your  sweet 
letter  delighted  me.  My  dream  and  my  reward  after 
this  year  of  hard  work  is  to  join  you  all.  But  I  cannot 
yet  say  when  it  will  be.  I  must  travel  somewhere  first, 
either  to  the  Pyrenees  or  to  the  Moselle — a  trip  for  health 
to  do  my  eyes  good  ;  for  work  too,  as  you  know,  like  all 
my  journeys.  Afterwards,  when  I  have  gathered  my 
spoils  and  bound  up  my  sheaf,  I  shall  come  and  see  you 
all,  my  dear  ones.    I  am  entitled  to  this  reward. 

I  spent  yesterday,  Sunday,  with  Charles  in  the 
country,  on  an  island  in  the  Marne — an  excursion  arranged 
by  kind  Doctor  Parent,  which  amused  and  rested  us. 
Tell  your  dear  mother  Charles  is  hard  at  work ;  tell  her 
also  that  I  have  just  had  a  nice  little  letter  from  her, 
which  I  will  soon  answer. 

I  wrote  a  short  time  ago  to  your  good  husband  to 
recommend  him  an  architect;  but  the  contract  for  the 
work  at  the  theatre  has  been  given  out,  and  I  presume 
the  bearer  of  my  letter  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  go 
to  Havre.  Give  my  best  love  to  your  Charles.  I  will 
soon  write  to  him  too. 

The  fortune-teller  did  really  read  everything  word 
for  word,  but  with  great  difficulty  and  in  a  very  confused 
and  indistinct  way.  The  papers  have  greatly  exaggerated 
the  affair.  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it.  But  the  fact  is 
none  the  less  strange,  aihd  suggests  curious  reflections. 

Good-bye  till  we  meet,  my  darling  daughter.  Write 
to  me  often.    Write  alsio  to  Mile.  Bertin,  who  has  written 
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to  you  and  has  not  had  an  answer  from  you.  /  beg  you  to 
do  this.  She  is  so  fond  of  you.  I  send  you  a  fond  kiss. 
I  send  kisses  to  all  of  you.  Be  very  happy,  my  own 
dear  ones ! 

My  love  to  Auguste  Vacquerie  and  to  M.  Regnauld. 


Paris,  \Zth  July  [1843]. 

I  am  still  in  Paris,  my  beloved  daughter.  Your  dear 
mother  will  explain  the  reason  to  you.  But  I  am  leaving 
soon,  and  when  you  receive  this  letter  think  lovingly  of 
your  poor  father,  who  will  be  jtravelling  southwards  far 
from  you.  If  you  only  kne\^,  my  daughter,  what  a 
baby  I  am  when  I  think  of  you ;  my  eyes  fill  with  tears ; 
I  should  like  never  to  be  parted  from  you.  The  sight 
of  your  happiness  the  other  day  charmed  me.  Your 
husband  is  kind,  gentle,  tender,  amiable,  and  intelligent ; 
love  him  with  all  your  heart ;  I  love  him  too.  The  day 
I  spent  at  Havre  is  a  bright  spot  in  my  memory;  I 
shall  never  forget  it  as  long  as  1  live.  You  do  not  know 
what  it  cost  me  to  refuse  you  all !  But  it  was  necessary. 
I  left  with  a  heavy  heart.  Ahd  in  the  morning,  as  I 
passed  the  docks,  I  looked  up  at  the  windows  of  the 
room  where  my  dear  Didine  lay;  asleep ;  I  blessed  you, 
and  I  prayed  to  God  for  you  with  my  whole  heart. 
May  you  be  happy,  my  daughter,  always  happy,  and  I 
shall  be  happy.  I  shall  be  witfh  you  in  two  months. 
In  the  meanwhile  write  to  me ;  your  mother  will  tell  you 
where.    I  embrace  you  over  and  over  again. 

\  V. 
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I  must  thank  you,  my  dear  Charles,  for  making  her 
so  happy.  The  day  I  spent  with  you  enchanted  me. 
I  saw  my  daughter  made  happy  by  you,  and  you  by  her. 
Remember,  my  children,  this  is  the  true  paradise.  Live 
in  it,  both  of  you,  till  death. 

I  leave  for  the  south  to-day.  My  wife  will  tell  you 
about  the  business  and  bothers  which  kept  me  eight 
mortal  days  in  Paris.  In  two  months  we  shall  all  be 
together  again.  Be  happy  during  that  time ;  it  is  all  I 
ask  of  you. 

My  kindest  regards  to  your  good  brother,  and  my 
respectful  compliments  to  Mme.  Lefevre.  If  God  re- 
warded her  as  she  deserves,  she  would  be  as  happy  as 
you  are. 

My  love  to  you,  dear  Charles.  V. 


Biarritz,  26th  July, 

I  can  look  at  the  sea  here  as  I  can  at  Havre,  but 
without  you,  my  beloved  daughter.  I  walk  on  the  beach, 
I  admire  the  fine  rocks,  but  you  are  not  here  to  walk 
with  me  or  admire  with  me.  I  do  not  feel  the  gentle 
pressure  of  your  arm  on  mine.  Nature  is  always 
beautiful,  my  child,  but  it  has  no  meaning  when  those 
we  love  are  absent. 

I  came  here  by  sea  from  La  Rochelle,  and,  as  I 
note  for  your  mother's  benefit,  when  I  reached  Biarritz 
I  read  in  some  papers  that  I  was  at  Bordeaux,  and  in 
others  that  I  was  in  Switzerland. 

139 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


I  could  spend  the  rest  of  my  life  here,  if  only  you 
were  all  with  me,  it  is  such  a  charming  place — sea  and 
sky,  a  beautiful  rocky  coast-line,  which  makes  the  rising 
tide  look  just  like  a  storm.  But  none  of  you  are  with 
me,  and  I  am  quite  at  a  loss.  I  am  working  very  hard, 
which  occupies  my  mind  if  it  does  not  fill  my  heart. 

Give  my  love  to  your  dear  husband,  and  write  to 
me,  my  darling  child.  Your  mother  will  give  you  my 
address.  My  kind  regards  to  Mme.  Lefevre.  My  love 
to  Auguste  Vacquerie.    I  embrace  you  again  and  again. 


San-Sebastian,  July. 

You  are  now  one  of  my  children,  my  dear  Charles, 
and  so  I  am  writing  to  you  to-day.  I  am  in  Spain,  if 
the  province  of  Biscay  can  be  called  Spain.  The  country 
is  beautiful,  but  there  are  an  enormous  number  of  fleas. 
When  you  go  to  bathe,  you  bring  them  back  from  the 
sea. 

I  hope  you  are  all  well  at  Havre,  and  that  my  little 
"  Madame "  continues  to  be  the  prettiest  and  happiest 
Havraise  in  the  world.  I  hope  your  brother  Auguste  is 
writing  by  the  seashore  those  fine  poems  with  which 
nature,  in  her  grand  aspects,  inspires  a  mind  like  his.  I 
hope  Mme.  Lefevre  is  spending  the  summer  near  you, 
and  finding  peace  and  consolation.  In  a  word,  I  hope 
that  God  is  vouchsafing  to  you  all  that  I  ask  of  Him 
for  you — health,  happiness,  prosperity,  and  joy. 

My  best  love  to  you.  V. 
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I  am  finishing  to  you,  my  darling  daughter,  the  letter 
begun  to  your  husband.  I  do  not  seem  to  be  changing 
my  correspondent.    You  two  are  one  in  heart. 

Enclosed  you  will  find  two  drawings  :  one  is  for  you, 
the  other  for  Toto.  You  must  each  choose  the  one  you 
like.  Next  time  I  will  send  one  to  Dede.  I  beg  her 
to  excuse  me  till  then.  My  eyes  are  still  rather  bad, 
and  besides,  the  beautiful  Spanish  sky  has  been  hidden 
by  a  good  deal  of  mist  the  last  four  days,  and  these  two 
drawings  show  the  effect  of  it. 

I  hope  you  are  having  fine  weather  down  at  Havre. 
I  am  studying  the  Basque  language,  and  I  walk  on  the 
beach.  I  never  see  the  waves  breaking  on  the  sand  at 
my  feet  at  nightfall,  without  thinking  that  there  is  only 
a  pond  between  you  and  me.  Alas !  this  pond  is  the 
ocean. 

However,  my  journey  is  most  interesting.  It  is  just 
the  time  to  see  Spain.  I  am  keeping  up  my  diary. 
You  shall  read  it  all  some  day. 

Go  on  writing  to  Paris.  And  here  is  a  kiss  for  you, 
my  own  darling  daughter. 


1st  August. 

I  have  just  heard  that  the  post  in  this  wild  country 
does  not  leave  for  France  till  to-morrow,  the  2nd  of 
August.  So  I  reopen  my  letter,  and  take  the  oppor- 
tunity of  writing  you  a  few  more  lines.  A  bit  of  paper 
to  fill  up  is  like  a  few  moments'  respite  before  saying 
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good-bye.  It  is  too  good  a  chance  to  be  neglected. 
Let  us  have  a  few  minutes'  more  chat,  then,  my  darling 
little  daughter.  I  think  I  see  your  sweet  eyes  fixed  on 
me,  and  seeming  to  say —  YeSy  dear  daddy  ! 

But  while  I  go  on  like  this,  my  paper  is  getting 
filled  up ;  I  have  only  a  small  space  left.  Tell  your 
dear  mother  I  have  just  written  to  Charles.  I  hope  the 
end  of  the  year  will  bring  him  success.  Dear  child,  I 
wish  the  next  six  weeks  were  over,  and  that  I  had  you 
all  together  in  my  arms  and  on  my  knees. 

One  of  the  two  drawings  represents  Port  du  Passage, 
a  delightful  place  about  two  leagues  from  here. 


TOLOSA,  gth  August  [1843]. 

On  sitting  down  to  write,  I  say  to  myself  it  is  Dedd's 
turn  to-day,  so  I  write  to  Dede,  then  I  write  to  Didine, 
then  I  write  to  To  to.  It  is  always  everybody's  turn. 
You  see,  my  darling  daughter,  a  letter  without  a  line 
for  you  would  not  really  reflect  my  heart.  I  am  always 
thinking  of  you,  and  so  I  must  always  write  to  you. 

I  am  continuing  my  journey  in  a  wonderful  and 
little-known  country.  I  was  the  first  to  say  that  Spain 
was  another  China.  No  one  has  an  idea  of  what  there 
is  in  Spain.  I  am  ashamed  to  visit  such  a  small  corner 
of  it,  and  to  leave  it  so  quickly.  One  would  want  not 
days  but  weeks,  not  weeks  but  months,  not  months 
but  years,  to  see  it  properly.  I  have  only  seen  a  few 
mountains,  and  I  am  astounded. 
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I  will  tell  you  all  about  this,  my  beloved  daughter, 
when  I  am  at  Havre,  and  when  you  come  to  Paris.  It 
will  be  the  subject  of  our  after-dinner  talks,  you  know 
— those  pleasant  talks  which  were  one  of  the  delights  of 
my  life.  We  will  have  some  more.  For  though  I  am 
quite  content  that  you  should  be  happy  without  me,  I 
cannot  be  happy  without  you.  I  embrace  your  husband, 
then  you,  then  him,  and  you  once  more. 

V. 


PlERREFITTE,  \  ^th  August  [1843]. 

If  you  could  have  seen  me,  my  darling  daughter, 
when  I  opened  your  letter,  you  would  have  been  pleased, 
for  I  know  I  feel  how  much  you  love  me.  I  should 
like  you  to  have  witnessed  my  joy.  I  had  been  so  long 
without  news  of  you  all ! 

You  are  right.  God  ought  to  bring  Havre  and  the 
Place  Royale  to  Biarritz.  The  sky  and  sea  are  in  perfect 
beauty  there,  and  we  should  be  enjoying  perfect  happiness. 

I  am  now  in  the  Pyrenees  —  another  wonderful 
country.  I  am  going  to  drink  some  sulphur  waters  for 
the  rheumatism  I  suffered  from  last  year.  All  my  time, 
however,  is  spent  in  admiration.  How  beautiful  nature 
is  !  One  cannot  move  from  one  place  to  another  without 
being  in  raptures  at  every  step.  The  day  before  yester- 
day I  saw  the  sea,  yesterday  I  saw  Spain,  and  to-day  I 
see  the  mountains.  All  are  equally  beautiful,  but  in 
different  ways. 
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Let  us  admire,  my  darling  daughter,  but  let  us 
remember  that  it  is  better  to  love  than  to  admire. 
Above  all,  let  us  love.  I  need  not  say  this  to  you,  who 
are  surrounded  with  every  kind  of  love.  Tell  your 
Charles  I  was  delighted  with  his  little  note.  I  know 
he  has  a  noble  heart  and  a  lofty  mind.  You  will  always 
understand  each  other.  To  understand  one  another  is 
to  love  one  another.  I  embrace  you  with  the  fondest 
affection.    In  a  month  ! 

Continue  to  write  to  Paris.  My  love  to  Auguste 
Vacquerie. 


Luz,  2^th  August  [1843]. 

I  have  described  in  a  letter  to  your  mother,  my 
darling  daughter,  the  tour  I  am  making  in  these  moun- 
tains. On  the  back  of  this  letter  I  am  sending  you  a 
rough  sketch,  which  will  give  you  an  idea  of  what  I  see 
every  day;  it  all  strikes  me  as  beautiful,  and  would 
seem  far  more  so,  dear  child,  if  I  saw  it  with  you.  You 
will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  the  sort  of  ruin  you  see 
at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  is  not  a  ruin,  but  a  rock. 
The  Pyrenees  are  full  of  these  curious  boulders,  which 
look  like  ruined  buildings.  The  Pyrenees  themselves, 
by  the  way,  are  simply  one  enormous  ruined  edifice. 
The  two  white  patches  you  see  in  the  middle  of  the 
mountains  are  snow.  On  some  of  the  Pyrenean  moun- 
tains, and  on  the  Vignemale  especially,  snow  finds  its 
level  like  the  ocean. 
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I  am  drinking  the  waters,  but  my  eyes  are  still  bad. 
It  is  true,  I  work  very  hard — I  may  say  unceasingly. 
But  that  is  my  life.  Working  is  doing  something  for 
you  all. 

You  have  now  two  Charlies  to  make  you  happy. 
In  a  short  time  you  will  have  your  father  as  well.  So 
continue  to  get  fatter,  to  be  merry,  and  to  keep  well. 
Be  happy,  my  child.    You  are  just  the  age  for  it. 

I  have  begged  your  mother  to  remember  me  to 
Mme.  Lefevre  and  Mme.  Regnauld.  I  send  you  and 
your  Charles  my  fondest  love. 

Write  now  to  Poste  Restante,  La  Rochelle. 

Remind  your  dear  mother,  who  is  a  little  absent  at 
times,  that  she  must  write  to  me  in  future  to  La  Rochelle, 


lO 
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1817 

To  Monsieur  Raynouard,  Perpetual  Secretary  of  the 
French  Academy, 

Paris,  i\st  August  18 17. 

Dear  Sir,  —  A  slight  indisposition  prevents  me 
from  having  the  honour  of  going  in  person  to  express 
my  gratitude  for  the  favour  which  the  French  Academy 
has  deigned  to  confer  on  me  by  according  an  honour- 
able mention  to  the  piece'  No.  1 5  of  which  I  am  the 
author.  Having  heard  that  you  have  raised  doubts  as 
to  my  age,  I  take  the  liberty  of  enclosing  my  certificate 
of  birth.    It  will  prove  to  you  that  the  line, 

Moi,  qui.  .  .  . 

De  trois  lustres  i  peine  ai  vu  finir  le  cours, 

is  not  a  poetic  fiction. 

If  there  were  time  to  insert  my  name  in  your  report 
printed  by  order  of  the  Academy,  it  would  greatly 
increase  the  gratitude  I  owe  you,  and  of  which  I  beg 
you  to  accept  the  proof  in  the  form  which  your  en- 
couragement has  so  greatly  endeared  to  me,  and  which 
must,  for  so  many  reasons,  be  still  more  dear  to  you. 

1  trust  you  will  be  kind  enough,  dear  sir,  after  having 
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taken  note  of  it,  to  return  me  my  birth  certificate  to 
No.  1 8  Rue  des  Petits  Augustins. 

I  beg  you  to  accept  the  assurance  of  the  profound 
respect  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  dear  sir, 
your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

Victor-Marie  Hugo. 


A  Raynouard^  auteur  des  Tenipliers, 

O  Raynouard,  toi  qui  d'un  Ordre  Auguste 
Nous  tracas  en  beaux  vers  le  chatiment  injuste ; 
Qui,  d^daignant  I'amour  et  ses  molles  douleurs, 
Sur  I'aust^re  vertu  nous  fis  verser  des  pleurs  ; 
Toi  qui  bientot  encor,  dans  tes  fecondes  veilles 
Des  exploits  de  Judas  ^  nous  diras  les  merveilles  ; 
Pardonne !  interrompant  de  si  nobles  travaux, 
Un  jeune  ^l^ve  de  Virgile 
Ose  de  sa  Muse  inhabile 
T'addresser  les  accords  nouveaux. 


II  te  doit  tout ;  c'est  toi-  dont  I'indulgence 
Sut  arracher  au  goufFre  de  I'oubli 
Son  faible  essai  dans  I'ombre  enseveli, 
De  sa  Muse  accueillant  I'enfance, 
Tu  fis  plus  ;  tu  voulus,  dans  le  st^nat  des  arts 
Sur  elle  attirer  les  regards. 
Ces  vers  sans  art  ^chappt^s  4  ma  veine 
D'un  tel  honneur  ^taient  dignes  h.  peine  ; 
Mais  que  ne  pouvaient  sur  les  cceurs 
Get  amour  que  Virgile  a  peint  en  traits  vainqueurs, 
Le  souvenir  d'Elise  abandonnt^e, 
D'un  triste  hymen  invoquant  les  vains  droits 
Et  r^clamant  contre  I'ingrat  En^e 
L'appui  des  Dieux  qui  I'ont  seuls  condamni^e? 
Que  ne  pourrait  le  charme  de  ta  voix? 
De  cette  voix  dont  la  male  t^nergie, 
Quand  la  patrie  en  deuil  redemandait  ses  vois, 
D(^ployant  des  vertus  I'^loquente  magie, 
Apprit  au  tyran  meme  ^  respecter  nos  lois? 


The  young  poet  meant  **  Juda. 
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C'est  k  ta  voix  encor,  c'est  k  son  harmonic 
Qu'est  dfi  tout  le  succ^s  de  mon  humble  g^nie  ; 
Ce  qui  fait  mon  bonheur  fait  aussi  mon  orgueil, 

Virg-ile  et  toi  protegiez  ma  faiblesse  ; 

Ces  vers  nouveaux  que  je  t'addresse 
Recevront-ils  le  meme  accueil  ? 
Dans  le  sein  de  Virgile  ils  n'ont  point  pris  naissance, 
Ton  organe  flatteur  n'a  pas  accru  leur  prix ; 
Mais  ils  sont  inspirt^s  par  la  reconnaissance, 
Et  c'est  pour  toi  qu'ils  sont  Merits, 


1820 

To  Monsieur  Adolphe  Trebuchet,  Nantes, 

Paris,        April  1820. 

I  am  following  Abel's  example,  my  dear  cousin,  and 
I  begin  by  dropping  all  ceremony,  because  I  hope  that 
our  relationship,  which  excuses  familiarity,  will  soon  be 
reinforced  by  friendship,  which  authorises  it.  Indeed, 
when  I  reflect  that  your  kind  and  affectionate  letter  is 
dated  the  14th  of  March,  and  that  I  am  replying  to  it 
on  the  20th  of  April,  I  confess  I  am  ashamed  of  the 
delay;  and  the  reason  which  my  brother^ Abel  gives  you 
for  it,  good  as  it  is,  does  not  reassure  me  so  much  as  my 
confidence  in  your  friendship  and  in  the  indulgence  of 
your  family. 

Even  if  we  could  have  doubted  it,  your  letter  would 
have  proved  to  us,  dear  Adolphe,  that  you  are  a  royalist 
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like  ourselves.  We  congratulate  you  on  this,  and  we 
regret  we  are  not  Bretons  born,  like  you,  for  we  are  all 
Vendeens  at  heart.  I  hear  that  you  and  I  are  about 
the  same  age,  and  I  congratulate  myself  on  this  too ;  it  is 
another  point  of  resemblance  between  us. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Adolphe;  I  hope  that  our  kind 
relations  at  Nantes  will  read  the  Conservateur  litt^raire 
with  indulgence,  and  that  you  will  soon  give  us  news  of 
all  the  family,  and  especially  of  my  aunt,  whose  state  of 
health  causes  us  much  uneasiness.  Mamma  has  been 
very  poorly  and  languid  for  the  last  year,  but  is  now 
getting  somewhat  better. 

Remember  me  to  my  cousins,  whom  I  have  never 
seen,  but  for  whom  I  have  always  felt  a  fraternal 
affection. — Your  affectionate  cousin, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 


2gth  May  1820. 

It  is  a  strange  effect  of  misfortune  that  we  should 
already  have  to  discharge  the  most  sacred  duties  of  a 
friendship  of  which  we  have  barely  formed  the  first  ties, 
and  that  we  should  be  required  to  condole  with  a  family 
we  have  never  seen,  on  the  death  of  a  relative  we  have 
never  known.  We  all  go  on  our  way  in  this  wretched 
life  at  a  distance  from  each  other ;  we  love  each  other 
without  ever  having  met,  and  often  (the  sad  event  which 
has  deprived  us  of  an  aunt  proves  it  but  too  well)  we 
lose  those  we  love  before  they  have  even  smiled  on  us. 
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You  see,  my  friend,  that  your  letter  has  engendered 
very  painful  reflections  in  my  mind.  Forgive  my  ram- 
blings,  and,  above  all,  pray  forget  that  I  have  been  selfish 
enough  to  speak  to  you  of  my  grief  before  thinking  of 
alleviating  yours.  I  feel  strongly  the  extent  of  the  loss 
which  you  have  just  suffered,  and  I  can  only  sympathise 
with  your  distress.  It  is  said  that  sympathy  renders 
sorrow  less  acute ;  if  so,  dear  friend,  no  sorrow  has  ever 
been^more  truly  sympathised  with  than  yours. 

Do  not,  I  implore  you,  give  way  to  despair, 
Adolphe ;  be  a  man !  Think  of  your  good  father,  of 
your  sisters.  Rest  assured  you  will  see  your  mother 
again ;  it  is  impossible  that  we  can  part  like  this  for 
ever.  You  are  pious,  and  your  piety  will  give  you 
courage. 

Forgive  this  incoherent  letter,  and  love  me  as  I  love 
you.    With  best  love,  your  attached  cousin, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 


To  Gaspard  de  Pons. 

My  friend,  I  know  not  what  reply 
To  make  you  for  your  pleasing  lines, 
Pleasing,  but  spoilt  by  flattery. 
The  learned  fountain  has  run  dry, 
Phoebus  is  deaf,  the  winged  steed 
Is  old,  and  only  soars  on  high 
To  find  his  stall  and  evening  feed. 
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Go  on ;  pursue  your  fancy's  bent ; 

Let  the  Graces  have  your  life, 

To  the  Muses  give  your  leisure; 

Sing  of  Hymen  and  its  strife, 

Sing  of  Love  and  all  its  pleasure; 

Follow  on  poetic  wing 

The  sentimental  amorous  crew. 

But  try  to  raise  a  gayer  strain ; 

The  Sisters  Nine  will  scarce  disdain 

Your  suit,  nay,  victory  must  ensue 

In  the  end,  for  ribald  tongues  maintain 

That  the  chaste  Maids  with  favour  view 

Poets  of  somewhat  wanton  vein. 

/  wait  for  death,  with  unconcern, 

Whether  it  early  come  or  late ; 

A  passing  guest,  resigned  to  fate, 

Not  knowing  when  'twill  be  my  turn 

From  life's  great  banquet  to  adjourn ; 

What  matter  if  I  quit  the  scene 

Like  Chatterton,  who  at  eighteen 

Passed  to  the  undiscovered  bourne? 

May  Heaven  release  me  from  this  coil 

Of  suffering  mortality. 

Your  Muse,  my  friend,  will  give  me  life, 

If  my  Muse  makes  me  die. 
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To  Monsieur  Adolphe  Trebuchet. 

Paris,  wth  July  1820. 

It  is  a  settled  thing,  my  dear  Adolphe,  that  I  shall 
always  have  to  apologise  to  you,  and  you  to  excuse  me. 
Rest  assured  that,  when  my  replies  to  your  letters  are  so 
long  in  coming,  the  reason  is  that  time  is  lacking,  and 
not  goodwill.  As  for  you,  my  dear  cousin,  as  you 
doubtless  have  more  leisure  than  I  have,  pray  devote  as 
much  as  you  can  of  it  to  our  correspondence. 

I  am  very  selfish  in  asking  you  to  do  this,  but  you 
must  put  it  down  to  the  pleasure  which  your  letters  give 
us.  I,  for  my  part,  thank  you  for  the  interesting  details 
you  have  been  good  enough  to  send  me  about  the  noble 
peasants  of  La  Vendue,  and  for  those  contained  in  your 
letter  of  the  3rd  of  July  about  the  Trappists  of  Meillerey. 
Your  description  of  this  abbey  does  credit  to  your  heart 
and  to  your  head.  Continue,  my  dear  Adolphe,  to  let  us 
share  in  your  expeditions  in  this  way  until  we  can  do  so 
in  reality. 

There  is  much  talk  of  the  dissolution  of  the  Chamber. 
The  Minister  Simeon,  who  wants  to  go  on  with  his 
jobbery,  is  strongly  opposed  to  a  measure  which  would 
bring  in  a  royalist  majority.  It  is  said  that  Decazes  has 
received  the  Coi'don  Bleu,  and  that  he  will  not  wear 
it  until  the  coronation  of  George  IV.  Three  weeks 
ago  the  Ministry  was  offered  to  M.  de  Villele,  who 
refused  it. 

The  unfortunate  affair  of  the  Due  de  Richelieu  and 
General  Donnadieu  has  apparently  been  hushed  up.  As. 
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there  were  no  eye-witnesses,  nobody  knows  what  to 
make  of  it. 

Farewell,  my  good  cousin ;  I  leave  the  rest  of  this 
letter  to  Abel,  who  wants  to  send  you  a  few  lines. 
Eugene  will  answer  your  letter  to-morrow.  We  are  in 
the  throes  of  a  move  which  obliges  mamma  to  put  off 
the  answer  which  she  hoped  to  send  to  your  father's 
letter,  and  to  ask  me  to  convey  all  her  thanks.  Farewell 
once  more,  take  care  of  yourself,  give  my  respects  to  your 
father,  and  my  compliments  to  your  sister.  With  kind 
love,  your  faithful  friend, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 

PS} — As  Abel  has  mentioned  the  departure  of 
His  Majesty  Due  Decazes  to  you,  I  will  tell  you  a 
curious  and  little -known  fact  connected  with  it.  The 
papers  announced  that  he  had  left  on  the  loth  at 
/our  o'clock  in  the  afternoon^  whereas,  in  reality,  he  went 
off  before  daybreak.  The  reason  of  this  is,  that  the 
Duchesse  Decazes  had  insisted  on  her  husband  starting 
before  Mme.  Crinstot  (the  duke's  sister),  whom  she  wishes 
to  deprive  of  the  honour  of  a  triumphal  entry  into  London. 
Mme.  Crinstot  is  in  tears.  It  was  she  who  did  not  leave 
Paris  till  four  o'clock.  Discord,  it  appears,  has  crept  into 
the  honourable  family,  and  war  has  broken  out. 

I  had  these  details  from  a  noble  peer^  who  had 
them  from  a  good  authority :  you  may  consider  them 
authentic. 

^  Postscript  to  Abel  Hugo's  letter. 
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To  Monsieur  Adolphe  Trebuchet. 

2\st  September  1820. 

All  my  friends  complain  of  me,  my  dear  Adolphe ; 
they  call  me  lazy,  careless,  ungrateful.  But  you  know- 
that  I  have  not  as  much  leisure  as  I  should  like,  and 
that  if  I  had  the  time  to  write  to  you  whenever  I  wish  to 
do  so,  you  would  receive  a  daily  record  of  my  sayings  and 
doings  at  Nantes.  However,  the  time  will  soon  come 
when  we  shall  not  want  a  bit  of  paper  and  a  long 
interval  to  exchange  ideas  and  assure  each  other  of  our 
mutual  affection. 

Hasten,  my  dear  friend,  that  time  which  your  cousins 
in  Paris  are  so  much  looking  forward  to.  Remember 
that  the  beginning  of  the  term  makes  it  necessary  for 
you  to  be  here  by  the  i  st  of  November  at  the  latest : 
follow  your  affection,  and  come  sooner.  We  all  want  so 
much  to  see  you  and  embrace  you  !  .  .  .  Beg  your  good 
father  and  our  kind  cousin  to  forgive  these  selfish 
entreaties,  and  to  put  them  down  not  to  egoism,  but 
to  our  warm  affection  for  you.  Farewell,  Adolphe ;  write 
soon,  and  come  soon.  We  all  send  you  our  kindest 
love. — Your  friend  and  cousin, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 

We  are  still  expecting  the  destruction  or  the  sal- 
vation of  the  Monarchy^  viz.,  Madame  de  Berri's  child. 
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1821 

To  Monsieur  le  Comte  Alfred  de  Vigny, 
5  th  Regiment  of  the  Royal  Guards^  Rouen. 

[1821.] 

Your  letter,  Alfred,  was  written  on  the  1 8th,  and  I 
am  answering  it  on  the  21st!  We  are  separated  by 
three  days  only,  and  these  three  days  are  like  three 
years ;  distance  is  nothing — it  is  the  separation  that 
matters.  Thirty  leagues,  which  prevent  us  from  seeing 
each  other,  separate  us  as  much  as  a  thousand.  One 
must  be  with  one's  friends  to  enjoy  them.  Once  parted 
from  them,  the  amount  of  the  distance  is  of  no  account. 
Therefore,  my  dear  friend,  the  only  consolation  I  derive 
from  your  place  of  exile  being  near  me,  is  that  you  will 
come  back  from  it  all  the  quicker.  However,  our  separa- 
tion is  enough  to  make  me  melancholy,  and  I  assure  you 
that  I  should  pity  those  who  survived  you  if  the  sun 
that  rose  on  your  grave  was  no  brighter  than  the  friend 
you  have  left  behind  you. 

Your  letter  found  me  here,  overdone,  wearied,  worried, 
and,  what  is  worse  than  all,  dull ;  you  can  imagine  what 
an  impression  it  made  on  me,  and  what  a  happiness  it 
was  to  me.  I  read  it  over  again,  word  by  word,  as  a 
beggar  counts  the  coins  one  by  one  in  the  purse  which 
he  has  picked  up.  I  saw  with  delight  that  you  have 
not  forgotten  me,  as  you  write  to  me,  and  that  you  are 
doing  something  better  than  thinking  of  me,  as  you  are 
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composing  poetry.  But  that,  again,  is  terribly  tantalising ; 
— what !  we  are  only  thirty  leagues  apart,  and  I  shall  not 
have  a  chance  of  hearing  these  lines.  Why  don't  we 
have  roots  instead  of  feet,  since  we  are  fixed  like 
wretched  plants  to  a  spot  which  we  cannot  leave  ? 
Why  are  our  aspirations,  our  desires,  our  affections 
removed  so  far  from  us,  if  we  are  doomed  never  to 
follow  them  ?  My  dear  friend,  solve  the  question,  and 
I  will  put  you  some  more,  for  the  cup  of  bitterness  is 
inexhaustible. 

I  think  you  must  have  monopolised  all  the  inspira- 
tion this  month,  for  I  have  not  had  any  for  a  single 
moment.  I  have  written  nothing.  The  Government 
asked  me  for  some  lines  on  the  baptism  [of  the  Due  de 
Bordeaux],  which  I  shall  not  write  unless  I  get  an 
inspiration.  You  are  a  lucky  man,  Alfred ;  you  never 
strike  the  rock  in  vain,  and  when  you  have  turned  out 
some  hundreds  of  splendid  verses  you  call  them  lines,  to 
console  those  of  your  friends  who  cannot  even  produce 
any  lines  which  they  would  call  verses. 

I  had,  however,  begun  a  story  which  amused  me  but 
for  the  trouble  of  writing  it,  then  came  this  request  about 
the  baptism  of  the  Due  de  Bordeaux,  and  then  bothers 
about  the  fusion  of  the  Conservateur  litUraire  and  the 
Annales,    I  have  let  the  whole  thing  slide. 

Lefevre  is  still  undecided,  Soumet  is  writing  some 
superb  poetry,  Pichot  is  looking  for  his  manuscript,  fimile 
[Deschamps]  goes  on  promising  us  Le  Fou  du  Roiy 
Gaspard  [de  Pons]  is  making  merry  at  Versailles,  Rochet 
is  weeping  at  Grenoble,  by  the  bedside  of  his  father, 
who  is  dangerously  ill,  Saint- Valry  is  spending  Easter  at 
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Montfort ;  all  of  them  love  you  and  embrace  you,  but 
none  more  tenderly  than  I  do. 

It  is  very  disagreeable,  Alfred,  to  be  able  to  communi- 
cate by  letter  only.  Here  I  am  compelled  to  stop  for 
want  of  paper.  Is  it  really  worth  while  to  travel  about, 
in  order  to  exchange  ideas  without  getting  an  answer,  to 
intrude  upon  one's  friend's  gay  thoughts  with  melan- 
choly remarks,  like  two  instruments  which  answer  each 
other  from  far  -  off  with  different  airs,  because  the 
distance  prevents  those  who  are  playing  on  them  from 
striking  up  the  same  one?  Farewell,  I  embrace  you, 
ashamed  of  having  told  you  so  little,  and  tired  of  having 
put  so  many  words  on  paper. 

Abel's  [Hugo]  meetings  at  the  Bonnes  lettres  are  a 
great  success.  I  have  not  read  or  had  anything  read 
since  Quiberon,  I  had  a  charming  letter  from  M. 
de  Chateaubriand,  in  which  he  told  me  this  ode  moved 
him  to  tears  \  I  repeat  this  praise  to  you,  my  friend, 
because  it  will  convince  you  as  well — you  who  possess 
the  official  record  of  the  interment  of  this  work. 
What  is  it  by  the  side  of  your  adorable  SyinMa  ?  I 
regret  that  I  cannot  return  your  charming  mark  of  friend- 
ship by  signing  myself  Alfred  \  but,  at  all  events,  as  you 
sign  yourself  Victor^  I  am  sure  that  that  name  will  be 
always  illustrious. — Your  affectionate  friend, 

Victor. 

Abel  will  write  to  you  immediately;  he  is  delighted 
with  your  letter.  If  I  go  to  Roche-Guyon,  it  cannot  be 
before  the  month  of  August. 
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To  Monsieur  le  Comte  Jules  de  Resseguier, 
at  Toulouse. 

July  1821. 

My  dear  Colleague, — You  may  have  read  of  my 
terrible  misfortune  in  the  papers.  I  have  lost  my 
mother. 

I  should  have  long  ago  had  to  reproach  myself  for 
not  having  responded  to  all  your  kind  marks  of  friend- 
ship had  it  not  been  for  her  illness  and  death. 

You  did  not  know  my  noble  mother,  of  whom  I  do  not 
speak,  because  I  could  not  speak  of  her  as  she  deserves ; 
but  I  am  sure  you  will  sympathise  with  my  grief,  and  if 
your  pity  for  me  equals  my  affection  for  you,  it  will  be 
great  indeed. — Your  devoted  servant  and  colleague, 

VicTOR-M.  Hugo. 


To  Monsieur  le  Comte  Alfred  de  Vigny, 
Officer  in  the  5  th  Regiment  of  the  Royal  Guards ^  at  Rouen. 

Dreux,  20th  July  1 82 1. 

You  will  have  no  idea,  my  good  Alfred,  where  this 
letter  is  written  from ;  I  am  at  Dreux,  that  is  to  say,  not 
far  from  you,  without,  however,  being  able  to  join  you. 
This  is  how  it  happens  that  my  weary,  exhausted  frame 
is  now  in  this  ancient  Druidical  country.  One  of  my 
friends,  who  is  starting  for  Corsica,  and  who  just  at 
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present  is  living  in  a  villa  between  Dreux  and  Nonan- 
court,  asked  me  to  spare  him  a  few  days,  and  as  he  was 
leaving  so  soon  I  did  not  refuse. 

So  here  I  am  since  yesterday,  seeing  Dreux,  and 
making  arrangements  to  go  on  to  Nonancourt. 

I  walked  the  whole  way,  under  a  burning  sun,  and 
without  a  bit  of  shade. 

I  am  very  tired,  but  very  proud  of  having  done 
twenty  leagues  on  foot.  I  look  on  all  carriages  with 
contempt ;  if  you  were  with  me  at  this  moment,  you 
could  not  see  a  more  conceited  biped.  When  I  think 
that  Soumet  must  have  a  cab  to  take  him  from  the 
Luxembourg  to  the  Chaussee  d'Antin,  I  am  tempted  to 
believe  myself  a  superior  being  to  him,  from  an  animal 
point  of  view.  This  experience  has  taught  me  that  one's 
legs  are  made  to  walk  with. 

I  owe  a  great  deal  to  this  journey,  Alfred  ;  it  has 
cheered  me  a  little  ;  I  was  tired  of  that  dull  house.  I  am 
alone  here,  but  I  was  alone  there  too.  Only  my  present 
isolation  has  something  more  material  about  it. 

I  spent  a  day  at  Versailles  with  our  good  friend 
Gaspard.  You  have  written  to  him ;  perhaps  you  wrote 
to  me  too,  and  your  letter  may  have  arrived  in  Paris 
during  my  absence,  to  give  me  pleasure  on  my  return. 
I  like  to  think  of  this.  I  hope  you  have  not  forgotten 
the  fine  poetry  that  you  promised  me.  Dear  Alfred, 
you  are  a  lucky  man,  and  a  poet ;  I  simply  vegetate. 

The  only  ruin  here  is  that  of  the  chateau  of  Dreux ; 
I  went  to  see  it  yesterday  evening,  and  I  shall  do  so 
again  this  morning,  and  have  a  look  at  the  cemetery.  I 
was  pleased  with  the  ruins.    Fancy  old  flint  towers, 
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covered  with  lime,  of  different  sizes,  with  ruined 
battlements,  and  connected  by  large  walls  in  which 
time  has  made  still  more  breaches  than  storming- 
parties ;  amidst  all  this,  corn  and  lucern  growing,  and 
above  it  a  telegraph,  by  the  side  of  which  the  mortuary 
chapel  of  the  Orleans  family  is  being  constructed. 

This  white  unfinished  chapel  contrasts  with  the 
black  ruined  fortress ;  it  is  a  tomb  rising  on  the  debris 
of  a  palace.  From  the  foot  of  the  telegraph-tower  you 
can  see  wooden  crosses,  weather-beaten  stones,  and  clumps 
of  trees  in  the  western  valley :  this  is  the  cemetery.  In 
the  eastern  valley  is  the  town.  The  two  valleys  there- 
fore have  a  different  population. 

There  are  no  Druidical  monuments.  Dreux  gave  its 
name  to  the  Druids,  and  they  have  left  no  traces  there. 
I  am  sorry  for  them,  for  the  town,  and  for  myself. 

The  banks  of  the  little  river,  in  which  I  bathed  on 
my  arrival  here,  are  very  pretty ;  I  was  walking  there 
just  now  under  the  aspens  and  birches,  and  I  thought 
of  all  our  friends  who  are  together  in  the  great  valley, 
and  are  all  perhaps  forgetting  us. 

But  you,  Alfred,  who  are  alone  like  myself,  you 
thought  of  me,  did  you  not,  while  I  was  thinking  of  you 
in  my  sadness  and  isolation  ? 

Farewell,  this  letter  is  merely  to  let  you  know  that 
I  am  still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  and  to  prove  to  you 
that  you  have  a  friend  who  is  trying  to  make  light  of 
misfortune,  who  thinks  like  a  man,  and  walks  like  a  horse. 

My  love  to  you ;  take  care  of  yourself,  and  write  to 
me. — Your  devoted  friend, 

Victor. 
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To  Monsieur  Trebuchet,  Chief  of  the  Secretariate  and 
of  the  A  rcJiives  at  the  Prefecture^  Nantes. 

list  October  1821. 

My  dear  Uncle, — It  is  a  long  time  since  I  thought 
of  writing  to  you  to  claim  our  Adolphe.  Now  that  our 
tiresome  move  is  nearly  over,  I  am  able  to  tell  you  that 
our  fourth  brother  will  live  with  me  and  Eugene  on  the 
second  floor  of  the  house,  of  which  we  inhabited  the 
ground  floor  and  the  first  floor.  Our  new  apartment 
consists  of  two  fine  rooms  with  fireplaces,  and  the  rent 
is  only  two  hundred  francs.  Abel  lives  in  a  third  floor 
in  the  next  street,  so  it  is  almost  as  if  he  were  living 
with  us.  His  rooms  are  larger  than  ours,  so  they  will 
be  of  use  for  entertaining  our  friends  this  winter. 
Adolphe  will  find  everyone  here  as  full  of  affection  for 
him  as  we  are ;  they  have  often  spoken  of  him  to  us, 
and  have  a  most  pleasant  recollection  of  his  wit  and 
his  amiability,  and,  like  me,  they  look  forward  to  his 
return  with  impatience.  The  day  on  which  my  good 
Adolphe  arrives  will  be  a  very  happy  one  for  me,  and 
I  have  so  few  that  I  really  have  the  right  to  count 
them. 

The  day  when  I  shall  be  able  to  see  you  as  well, 
my  dear  uncle,  will  indeed  be  one  of  the  best,  and  is 
already  one  of  the  most  wished  for  in  my  life.  Let  us 
hope  it  may  come  soon,  and  that  the  Providence  which 
has  taken  our  beloved  mother  from  us  will  not  keep  us 
long  separated  from  our  dear  kind  uncle. 

My  dear  mother  loved  Adolphe  as  much  as  we  do ; 
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we  do  not  ask  the  same  favour  from  his  father,  as  we 
are  not  nearly  so  deserving  of  it. 

We  read  all  you  were  good  enough  to  send  us  with 
the  deepest  interest,  especially  that  in  which  we  re- 
cognised your  practised  pen.  I  read  your  article  on 
the  antiquities  of  Brittany  to  some  savants^  who  were 
equally  struck  by  its  scientific  research  and  the  author's 
literary  ability. 

Farewell,  my  dear  uncle;  I  am  sorry  to  leave  off 
writing  to  you,  but  business  always  comes  in  the  way 
of  pleasure.  With  my  love,  I  beg  you  to  believe  me  to 
be,  your  devoted  nephew, 

Victor. 

My  brothers  beg  me  to  send  you  their  affectionate 
regards. 

Adolphe,  make  haste  and  pack  up ! 


To  Count  Jules  de  Resseguier,  at  Toulouse. 

yth  November  1 8  2 1 . 

My  dear  Count  and  Colleague, — I  should  really 
be  too  much  ashamed  to  write  to  you  again,  if  my  con- 
science were  not  set  at  rest  by  all  the  worries  which  have 
hitherto  prevented  me  from  answering  your  kind  and 
affectionate  letter.  You  must  pity  me  for  all  the  suffer- 
ing I  have  gone  through,  and  all  the  troubles  that  have 
come  upon  me.    Why  should  our  great  sorrows  be  always 
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followed  by  a  crowd  of  petty  annoyances  and  paltry 
vexations  which  do  not  even  allow  us  to  rest  in  despair? 
I  have  had  many  experiences  of  this  kind,  my  dear  good 
friend  (allow  me  to  use  this  title  which  you  have  bestowed 
on  me,  and  which  I  value  most  highly) ;  I  have  climbed 
every  rung  of  the  ladder  of  misfortune,  and  yet  in  my 
greatest  troubles,  as  well  as  in  my  most  tedious  cares,  I 
have  never  thought  without  real  delight  of  the  consola- 
tions of  your  friendship,  which  I  deserve  so  little,  but  to 
which  I  cling  as  if  I  did  deserve  it.  For  the  last  six 
months  domestic  troubles  and  family  affairs  have 
inflamed  and  aggravated  a  wound  which  will  long 
continue  to  bleed.  You  never  knew  my  noble  and 
admirable  mother,  my  dear  colleague ;  you  are  not  aware 
of  what  I  have  lost;  but  you  cannot  imagine  anything 
which  would  surpass  the  truth. 

I  do  not  think  you  have  been  angry  with  me  for  a 
moment  for  my  long  silence.  You  are  so  kind,  your 
consideration  for  me  is  so  delicate  and  so  generous,  that 
I  should  not  have  apologised  if  it  had  not  been  a  relief 
to  me  to  do  so. 

I  take  advantage  of  an  opportunity  given  me  by 
our  dear  A.  Soumet  to  send  you  with  this  letter  three 
volumes  of  the  Conservateur  litt^raire ;  it  is  one  of  my 
own  copies,  and  I  beg  you  will  excuse  its  rough  exterior. 
I  am  much  vexed  at  the  neglect  which  has  made  you 
wait  so  long  for  these  unlucky  volumes.  I  would  have 
sent  them  sooner  if  I  had  been  up  to  anything,  but  I 
am  good  for  nothing  but  to  love  you. 

You  have  doubtless  written  some  pretty  verses  that 
I  have  not  seen ;  if  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  send  me 
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some  of  them,  I  should  take  it  as  a  favour  and  as  a  great 
mark  of  your  friendship. 

Farewell,  my  dear  colleague ;  allow  me  to  believe 
myself  to  be  and  to  subscribe  myself  the  most  devoted 
of  your  friends. 

Victor. 

My  respectful  compliments,  if  you  please,  to  the 
Countess. 


1822 

To  Count  Jules  de  Resseguier,  at  Toulouse. 

lytk  January  1822. 

My  dear  Count  and  Colleague, — I  take  ad- 
vantage of  a  quiet  leisure  moment  to  inquire  about 
your  health  and  your  friendship ;  both  are  of  great 
value  to  me,  and  I  really  do  not  know  which  I  prize 
most.  If  you  were  to  ask  me  which,  I  could  only 
answer  like  the  child  who  said,  "  /  like  them  both  best'.' 

Alexander,  who  is  still  unwell  or  lazy,  has,  however, 
finished  his  Saiily  which  I  prefer  to  his  Clytemnestre, 
which  again  I  prefer  to  everything  that  has  appeared 
on  the  French  stage  for  the  last  fifty  years.  I  am 
looking  forward    impatiently  to    the  performance  of 
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one  or  other  of  these  fine  tragedies,  which  is  fixed  for 
the  month  of  March  at  the  latest.  I  should  much  like 
to  see  Saiil  acted  first :  this  thoroughly  original  work 
as  stern  as  a  Greek  play  and  as  interesting  as  a  Germanic 
drama,  would  at  once  show  Soumet  in  all  his  grandeur. 
The  day  which  witnesses  Alexander's  triumph  will  be  a 
glorious  one  for  me. 

I  shall  perhaps  send  the  Academy  this  year  an  ode 
on  Le  Devouement  dans  la  Peste  for  one  of  its  public 
meetings ;  at  all  events,  it  will  not  contain  any  political 
views. 

And  you,  my  dear  colleague,  what  are  you  doing  in 
the  land  of  the  Troubadours?  Soumet  showed  me 
some  charming  verses  which  you  sent  him  lately. 
When  I  opened  the  Almanack  des  Dames  I  was  greatly 
surprised  to  find  in  it  your  touching  and  graceful  elegy, 
La  Consolation  dune  mere^  which,  with  some  lines  by 
Soumet,  made  me  forgive  the  editor  for  his  indifferent 
choice  of  the  other  pieces  in  the  collection. — Your 
devoted  friend,  and  unworthy  colleague  and  servant, 

VicTOR-M.  Hugo. 


To  The  Abbe  de  la  Mennais. 

Paris,  i  jth  May, 
I  wanted  to  send  you  with  my  answer,  my  good 

friend,  the  collection  of  odes  which  I  am  now  publishing ; 

but  there  is  some  delay  in  printing  them,  and  I  feel  I 
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must  tell  you  how  much  your  last  letter  delighted  and 
consoled  me.  I  have  therefore  decided  to  write  to  you 
without  waiting  for  the  book,  which,  however,  will  reach 
you  quite  soon  enough. 

It  is  a  great  charm  to  me  to  see  your  mind,  so 
vigorous  and  profound  in  your  works,  become  so  gentle 
and  intimate  in  your  letters ;  and  when  I  think  that  it 
is  to  me  that  you  appear  thus,  I  am  quite  proud.  I 
should  like  someone  to  tell  you  what  a  blank  your 
absence  makes  among  those  I  love,  and  with  what 
feelings  of  gratitude  and  eager  joy  I  hear  from  you. 
When  I  read  one  of  your  letters,  it  seems  to  convey 
just  the  consolation  I  want  for  the  pain  I  am  feeling  at 
the  moment.  The  words  of  a  friend  have  such  power 
that  they  can  alleviate  every  sorrow  on  every  occasion. 
Simple  and  tender,  they  constitute  the  one  universal 
remedy  for  the  sufferings  of  the  mind.  And  with  whom 
can  this  truth  be  felt  more  strongly  than  with  a  friend 
like  yourself? 

You  have  confirmed  me  in  the  conviction  I  have 
long  held,  that  a  great  man  loves  with  his  genius  as  he 
writes  with  his  heart. 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  correction  you  have 
pointed  out  to  me.  You  will  see  in  my  book  if  I  am 
ready  to  take  a  hint.  I  only  regret  that  you  were  not 
more  severe,  and  did  not  oftener  consult  your  excellent 
taste  when  you  read  these  two  odes.  You  would  certainly 
have  helped  me  to  get  rid  of  many  blemishes,  and  this 
would  have  made  me  still  more  grateful  to  you.  How- 
ever, you  will  see  from  my  numerous  corrections  that  I 
have  tried  to  make  the  work  as  free  from  faults  as  possible ; 
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and  you  will,  I  know,  be  satisfied  with  these  good 
intentions. 

I  am  much  touched  by  the  interest  you  take  in  my 
business  connected  with  the  King's  Household.  I  am 
now  assured  that  the  promises  which  have  so  long  been 
dangled  before  me  will  be  fulfilled  in  less  than  six  weeks. 
I  am  eagerly  awaiting  the  time  which  will  settle  my 
future,  and  enable  me  to  live  and  be  happy.  So  many 
material  circumstances  are  often  necessary  for  the  realisa- 
tion of  the  purest  and  the  most  ideal  of  dreams. 

Farewell,  dear  and  illustrious  friend ;  write  to  me — 
your  letters  do  me  so  much  good  !  Let  the  remembrance 
of  me  be  sometimes  in  your  thoughts,  and  my  name 
sometimes  in  your  prayers. 

Victor. 

Pray  tell  me  how  the  third  volume  of  your  admirable 
work  is  progressing.^ 


To  Count  Jules  de  RESsfcuiER,  at  Lombez  {Gers), 

Paris,  26th  May, 
I  was  in  the  country,  my  dear  Jules,  when  your  kind 
letter  and  charming  ode  reached  me.  I  read  this  tender 
graceful  little  poem  with  keen  pleasure  and  gratitude, 
and  found  only  one  stanza,  or  rather,  only  one  word,  de 
trop  in  it.    But  I  value  this  stanza  highly,  because  it 

^  L indiffdrence  en  matibre  de  religion. 
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proved  that  you  sometimes  thought  of  me,  even  in 
moments  of  poetic  inspiration. 

I  carried  out  your  instructions  and  sent  the  ode  to 
Soumet,  and  showed  him  your  letter,  and  it  certainly 
was  an  excellent  way  of  getting  the  delightful  verses 
out  of  Michel  which  you  ask  me  for;  I  will  send  them 
with  my  own  collection,  which  will  appear  in  a  few  days, 
and  to  which  they  will  serve  as  an  introduction. 

In  the  collection  is  a  short  ode  written  some  time 
ago,  and  addressed  to  the  Academic  des  Jeux  Floraux^  in 
which  you  will  find  a  faint  resemblance  to  your  CUmence 
Isaure.  This  coincidence  has  pleased  me,  and  given 
me  a  better  opinion  of  the  lines. 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend ;  I  received  a  letter  from 
M.  de  la  Martiniere  lately,  enclosing  a  few  lines  from 
you ;  pray  thank  him  for  it.  I  have  done  all  I  could 
for  his  ode,  but  he  owes  me  no  thanks  for  this ;  I  acted 
as  if  it  had  been  for  you.  Farewell ;  thank  you  again 
for  your  verses ;  I  like  them ;  they  convince  me  much 
more  strongly  of  your  friendship  than  of  my  own 
talents. 

V.-M.  H. 


To  Monsieur  Adolphe  Trebuchet,  at  Nantes, 

'i^rd  September  1822. 

I  have  been  putting  off  my  answer  from  day  to  day, 
my  dear  Adolphe,  in  order  to  be  able  to  give  you  the 
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news  of  Mme.  Foucher's  confinement.  After  six  weeks 
of  great  suffering  she  gave  birth  yesterday  to  a  little 
girl  with  large  black  eyes.  The  courage  displayed  by 
dear  Mme.  Foucher  was  as  great  as  her  sufferings — and 
that  is  saying  a  good  deal.  She  and  the  child  are  now 
going  on  very  well.  I  have  no  doubt,  my  dear  friend, 
that  these  details  about  a  family  whom  you  like,  and  who 
reciprocate  the  feeling,  will  interest  you ;  that  is  why  I 
hasten  to  send  you  them. 

I  hope  very  soon  to  have  a  still  more  interesting 
piece  of  news  to  give  you,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
my  Nantes  father  and  brothers  will  rejoice  in  my  happi- 
ness. It  seems  to  me  that  it  will  be  enhanced  when  I 
know  that  they  share  in  it.  .  .  .  The  article  your  kind 
father  promises  to  write  on  my  odes  will  certainly  be 
most  welcome  to  me,  and  I  know  beforehand  that  I  shall 
find  in  it,  besides  his  indulgence  and  affection,  all  the 
wit  and  elegance  which  distinguish  his  style.  .  .  .  Do 
not  show  your  father  this  passage  in  my  letter,  for  I 
might  be  accused  of  trying  to  influence  my  judge  when 
I  am  only  speaking  the  truth. 

Now  let  us  talk  about  you,  dear  Adolphe.  The 
description  you  gave  me  of  all  your  pleasures  delighted 
me ;  for  the  moment  I  felt  as  if  I  shared  them  all. 
A  day  will  soon  come  when,  in  order  to  do  this, 
I  shall  not  want  you  to  tell  me  about  them  in  your 
letters. 

M.  de  la  Mennais,  who  has  come  to  Paris  for  a  few 
days  on  business,  has  made  me  promise  to  go  to  Brittany 
next  year:  I  had  already  promised  others  to  do  so. 
He  told  me  a  great  deal  about  the  monuments  at 
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Locmariaquer  and  Carnac,  etc.;  and  to  see  them  with 
this  illustrious  friend  would  doubtless  add  greatly  to  the 
attraction  of  the  journey ;  but  I  should  also  like  to  see 
them  with  you. 

As  for  me,  dear  friend,  my  affairs  are  getting  on, 
and  I  hope  that  by  the  first  fortnight  in  October  I  shall 
attain  to  the  great  happiness  of  my  life.  Rejoice  with 
me,  Adolphe ;  you  will  find  me  a  happy  man  indeed  when 
you  see  me  again.  Tell  my  dear  uncle  how  greatly  I 
appreciate  his  affectionate  and  touching  letters;  tell  all 
your  family  how  much  I  love  them,  and  how  I  long  to 
see  them.  You  know  all  this  without  my  telling  it  you 
in  a  letter. 

'  Farewell — my  brothers  send  you  their  love,  as  I  do ; 
give  a  thought  sometimes  to  your  Paris  brother. 

Victor. 


To  Count  Jules  de  Resseguier,  at  Toulouse. 

Paris,  6th  September  1822. 

What  is  this  I  hear  from  Durand,  my  friend  ?  Can 
I  believe  this  piece  of  good  fortune?  You  are  coming 
to  Paris,  and  I  know  nothing  of  it,  not  even  from  you  ! 
Fortunately,  I  have  a  friend  at  Marseille  to  tell  me  what 
another  very  dear  friend  is  doing  at  Toulouse.  Anyhow, 
write  to  me,  Jules,  to  confirm  this  good  news,  which  I 
have  already  given  Soumet  as  certain.  I  am  apt  to 
believe  in  what  gives  me  pleasure. 
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Still,  I  do  not  believe  everything  in  your  kind  letter ; 
it  was  a  delight  to  me  to  see  that  it  was  full  of  praise, 
because  all  this  praise  is  dictated  by  your  friendship  for 
me.  There  is  one  confidence  in  this  letter  which  touched 
me  greatly.  You  refer  to  an  angel  whose  acquaintance 
I  had  already  made  through  our  friend  Alexander,  of 
an  angel  who  loves  you,  and  whom  I  love  the  better  for 
doing  so. 

I  forwarded  your  letter  to  Guiraud,  who  had  already 
started  for  Limoux  when  I  received  it.  I  did  not 
venture  to  add  a  letter  of  my  own  to  such  a  pleasing 
missive. 

Soumet  is  going  to  have  his  plays  acted  almost 
simultaneously  at  both  theatres,  so  that  he  will  obtain 
a  double  triumph ;  he  has  made  some  very  fine  altera- 
tions in  his  masterpiece,  SaiiL 

You  will  see !  I  promise  you  you  will  be  as  pleased 
with  the  beauty  of  the  work  as  with  the  glory  of  the 
author.  I  consider  Saiil  and  Clytemnestre  the  two  finest 
tragedies  of  the  age,  and  in  no  way  inferior  to  the 
masterpieces  of  our  stage. 

Farewell,  my  dear  good  friend.  Soumet  was  de- 
lighted with  your  note.  But  he  is  going  to  write  to 
you,  and  will  tell  you  this  much  better  than  I  can. 
As  for  me,  I  can  only  tell  you  how  dear  you  are  to  me. 
Give  my  compliments  to  Mme.  de  Ress^guier.  If  only 
you  had  started  when  this  letter  arrives !  .  .  . 

Victor. 
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To  The  Abbi^  de  la  Mennais,  at  la  Chesnaie. 

1st  October  1822. 

I  must  write  to  you,  my  illustrious  friend ;  I  am 
about  to  be  happy.  Something  would  be  wanting  to 
my  happiness  if  you  were  not  the  first  to  hear  of  it.  I 
am  going  to  be  married.  I  wish  more  than  ever  that 
you  were  in  Paris,  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  angel 
who  is  about  to  convert  all  my  dreams  of  virtue  and 
bliss  into  reality.  I  have  not  ventured  to  speak  to 
you  before  now  of  what  absorbs  my  existence.  My 
whole  future  was  still  unsettled,  and  I  could  not  divulge 
a  secret  which  did  not  belong  exclusively  to  myself. 
Besides,  I  was  afraid  of  shocking  your  lofty  austerity  by 
the  avowal  of  an  uncontrollable  passion,  although  a  pure 
and  innocent  one.  But  now  that  everything  conspires 
to  bestow  on  me  a  happiness  after  my  own  heart,  I 
do  not  doubt  that  all  your  tender  feelings  will  be 
interested  in  an  attachment  as  old  as  myself,  born 
in  early  childhood,  and  fostered  by  the  first  affection 
of  youth. 

VicTOR-M.  Hugo. 
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1823 

To  Monsieur  Adolphe  Trebuchet,  Nantes. 

22nd  August  1823. 

I  have  been  intending  to  write  to  you  for  a  long 
time,  my  dear  Adolphe,  but  my  paternal  cares  were 
followed  by  the  worries  of  the  christening.  The  delicate 
state  of  my  wife's  health  having  deprived  her  of  the 
happiness  of  nursing  her  child,  we  were  obliged  to  put 
it  out  to  nurse.  At  first  we  placed  it  quite  close  to  us ; 
but  the  Parisian  nurse,  to  whom  we  had  entrusted  it 
because  she  complied  with  the  necessary  physical  condi- 
tions, unfortunately  did  not  possess  the  required  moral 
qualities.  We  were  therefore  compelled  to  take  the 
child  away  from  her ;  and  my  father,  to  whom  we 
applied,  sent  us  a  splendid  nurse  from  Blois,  whom  he 
will  take  back  with  him  when  he  leaves  Paris,  and  who 
will  live  in  his  house,  be  boarded  and  lodged  with  the 
household,  and  nurse  the  baby  there.  In  this  difficulty 
my  father  proved  a  true  father  to  us. 

As  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Muse  franqaise^  I  was 
entitled  to  two  subscriptions  to  it ;  I  have  given  one  to 
my  own  father,  and  the  other  to  yours,  who  is  a  second 
father  to  me.  Let  me  know  if  he  has  received  the  two 
first  numbers  of  the  publication,  which  I  ordered  to  be 
sent  to  him.  During  our  move  from  Gentilly  I  unfortu- 
nately mislaid  the  letter  in  which  you  told  me  the  way 
to  forward  you  the  second  edition  of  Han,    Will  you 
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kindly  send  me  the  address  again  ?  I  will  enclose  a  few 
prospectuses  of  the  Muse^  which  I  will  ask  you  to 
distribute  in  Nantes. 

This  publication,  to  which  the  pick  of  our  young 
writers  contribute,  such  as  Guiraud,  Lamartine,  Soumet, 
etc.,  is  having  an  extraordinary  success.  It  has  already 
more  than  paid  its  expenses,  and  we  hope  to  have  1500 
subscribers  in  six  months. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Adolphe;  my  father,  my  wife,  Abel, 
and  all  the  Foucher  family  love  you  and  embrace  you, 
as  I  do. 

Victor. 

Eugene's  physical  health  is  good,  but  as  to  the  state 
of  his  mind  .  .  ,  Still,  Dr.  Royer  Collard  has  not  given 
up  all  hope  of  restoring  our  dear  patient  to  his  right 
mind. 


1824 

To  Monsieur  Z.,  Editor  of  the  ''Journal  des  Debats!' 

Dear  Sir, — I  see  with  real  concern  that  you  have 
misunderstood  me  both  in  point  of  form  and  in  substance. 
I  cannot  imagine  how  you  can  have  interpreted  as  a 
command  my,  as  it  seems  to  me,  very  polite  request  to  you 
to  publish  my  reply  to  your  article,  and,  above  all,  how 

174 


TO  VARIOUS  PERSONS 


you  could  have  made  an  apology  for  my  new  odes  out 
of  what  is  only  a  somewhat  mild  refutation  of  your 
ingenious  paradox  on  the  classical  and  romantic  schools. 

You  are  good  enough  to  promise  to  go  through  the 
new  odes  for  a  second  and  last  time.  I  am  flattered  at 
being  the  object  of  so  much  attention  on  your  part ;  but 
I  own  I  expected  more  a  rejoinder  to  my  reply  than  a 
fresh  article  on  these  odes.  I  am  not  going  to  defend 
these  compositions,  which  are  so  open  to  criticism  in 
every  respect ;  but  I  think  that,  when  you  have  shown 
with  great  ease  that  my  verses  are  bad,  you  will  still 
have  to  prove  that  your  literary  theory  on  the  classical 
and  romantic  school  is  not  wrong;  and  that,  allow  me 
to  tell  you,  dear  sir,  is  the  real  point  at  issue. 

Permit  me  also  to  tell  you  that  I  am  not  prepared 
to  adopt  the  expression  romantic  until  it  has  received  a 
generally  accepted  definition.  Mme.  de  Stael  has  defined 
it  very  well,  and  I  abide  by  the  meaning  which  she 
gives  to  it. 

However  this  may  be,  I  shall  always  congratulate 
myself,  dear  sir,  on  having  given  the  public,  even  at 
my  own  expense,  the  opportunity  of  reading  another 
article  by  you. 

I  also  beg  you  to  be  kind  enough  to  publish  this  letter 
in  the  Journal  des  Debats.  The  word  command  which 
dropped  from  your  pen  has  given  rise  to  a  number  of 
comments  which  you  would  not  like  me  to  suffer  from, 
and  I  wish  to  let  you  have  the  pleasure  of  making 
reparation  for  the  wrong  you  have  involuntarily  done  me 
by  declaring  that  my  commands  on  this  occasion  consisted 
of  simply  sending  my  letter  in  the  very  form  in  which  it 
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appeared  in  the  Journal  des  D^bats,  with  the  exception  of 
the  fee  for  insertion. 

V.  H. 


To  The  Count  FRANgois  de  NeufchAteau,  of  the 
French  Academy^  Rue  Saint- Marc- Fey deau. 

iSth  November  1 824. 

Dear  Sir, — ^You  have  perhaps  forgotten  my  name ; 
but  /  shall  never  forget  the  kind  way  in  which  you  were 
good  enough  to  receive  my  first  attempts.  It  is  for  a 
proof  of  this  kindness  that  I  now  venture  to  ask  you ; 
and  although  it  is  not  for  myself,  I  shall  value  it  as  if  it 
were  so. 

There  is  a  vacancy  in  the  French  Academy;  I 
certainly  do  not  pretend  to  dictate  a  selection  to  a  man 
of  your  unerring  taste ;  I  simply  take  the  liberty  of 
drawing  your  attention  to  a  celebrated  candidate  who  is 
a  friend  of  mine,  and  whose  first  publications  I  saw  you 
admire  some  years  ago — M.  Alphonse  de  Lamartine. 

M.  de  Lamartine  will  take  care  to  solicit  your  vote  in 
person,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  his  merit  alone  will 
obtain  it  from  your  kindly  and  enlightened  impartiality  ; 
but  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  contributed  to  your  favour- 
able decision.  It  would  be  adding,  dear  sir,  a  new  and 
lively  sentiment  of  gratitude  to  all  the  debt  already  owed 
you  by,  your  most  deeply  devoted, 

Victor  Hugo, 
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To  Baron  d'Eckstein. 

Sunday^  2Zth  November  1824. 

I  am  always  on  the  lookout,  my  dear  sir,  for  the 
articles  ,  which  you  sometimes  deign  to  contribute  to  the 
Drapeau  blanc\  and  I  can  quite  understand  that  they 
are  sufficient  to  maintain  the  paper  on  the  high  level 
from  which  it  ought  never  to  descend.  It  is  true  that  to 
ensure  this  all  the  contributors  ought  to  possess  your 
great  ability,  and  that  this  would  be  asking  an  im- 
possibility, ^othing  is  rarer  than  the  union  of  the  three 
qualities  which  so  eminently  distinguish  you :  talent, 
knowledge,  and  conviction. 

The  two  articles  you  send  me  show  with  what 
ease  and  ingenuity  your  mind  takes  in  every  subject 
and  adapts  itself  to  every  style.  Your  views  on  popular 
poetry  are  lofty  and  profound.  You  take  a  rapid  and 
piercing  glance  at  our  sophistical  and  literary  charlatans. 
Like  an  upright  judge,  you  distinguish  errors  from  tricks, 
you  separate  the  wheat  from  the  tares ;  and  that  is  one 
of  the  things  I  admire  in  you.  Your  thoughts  are 
marked  by  German  profundity,  and  your  pleasantry  by 
French  grace. 

I  shall  hasten  to  show  your  excellent  articles  to 
Lamartine,  who  will  be  delighted  with  them  ;  and  I  look 
forward  impatiently  to  seeing  your  next  work,  which  you 
are  good  enough  to  promise  to  send  me. 

Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  bear  in  mind  the 
request  I  had  the  honour  to  make  you  for  the  Marchioness 
de  Montferrier  and  her  daughter,  who  are  in  Rome,  and 

177 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


whose  two  works  you  admired  at  my  house  ?  Will  you 
let  me  know  if  the  Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs  will 
allow  these  ladies  to  forward  their  correspondence  in  the 
bag  of  our  Ambassador  at  Rome,  with  whom  they  have 
the  honour  of  being  acquainted  ?  I  shall  hope  to  receive 
your  reply  for  transmission  to  Mme.  de  Montferrier. 

Farewell,  dear  sir ;  my  wife  is  much  pleased  at  your 
remembering  her,  and  shares  my  high  opinion  of  your 
talent ;  I  hope  you  will  always  reckon  me  among  your 
best  friends. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Count  Alfred  de  Vigny,  Captain  in  the  Infantry 
Regiment  in  garrison  at  Pau. 

2gth  December  1824. 

Before  the  year  ends,  dear  Alfred,  I  will  steal  a 
moment  of  it  for  you,  and  by  hook  or  by  crook  will 
write  to  you  to-day.  I  do  not  know  if  my  letter  will  be 
to  you  what  yours  are  to  me,  but  I  derive  courage, 
enthusiasm,  and  talent  from  them.  When  I  receive 
them  and  read  them  over  again,  I  feel  better  and  greater. 
There  is  a  kind  of  electricity  in  you,  and  my  merit 
is  to  be  able  at  times  to  come  up  to  your  level  and  keep 
in  touch  with  you,  especially  as  regards  your  play  of 
mind  and  your  affection. 

What  a  beautiful  letter  your  last  one  was  !  I  could 
see  everything — the  grand  scenes  around  you,  and  your 
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own  fine  genius ;  the  lofty  peaks  of  the  Pyrenees  must 
have  inspired  you  with  some  admirable  poetry,  and  I 
am  longing  to  hear  what  you  must  have  been  writing 
every  day. 

We,  my  friend,  shall  have  nothing  to  offer  you  in 
exchange  when  you  return.  Where  you  are,  all  is 
inspiration ;  here  everything  chills  us.  What  is  to  be 
done  amid  all  these  political  and  literary  worries,  with 
these  insolent  mediocrities,  these  craven  geniuses,  the 
election  of  Droz,  and  the  defeat  of  Lamartine  and 
Guiraud  ?  What  can  be  done  in  Paris  with  the  Ministry 
on  one  side  and  the  Academy  on  the  other?  As  for 
me,  when  I  do  come  out  of  my  cell  I  can  only  feel 
indignation  and  pity. 

So  I  do  not  expose  myself  to  it ;  I  stay  at  home, 
where  I  am  happy,  where  I  rock  my  baby  and  have  an 
angel  for  a  wife.  All  my  happiness  is  there;  nothing 
reaches  me  from  outside  but  some  marks  of  friendship, 
which  I  value  highly,  and  among  which  those  from  you 
come  first. 

You  know  how  much  I  love  you,  Alfred.  Let  us 
join  in  greeting  this  new  year,  which  makes  our  friendship 
older,  but  not  our  hearts.  Send  me  some  of  the  verses 
with  which  the  Muse  inspires  you,  and  try  to  return 
quickly  to  write  them  here,  even  if  you  should,  like  me, 
run  the  risk  of  losing  your  inspiration. 

But  this  is  only  a  fanciful  danger  for  you ;  your 
talent  is  proof  against  everything,  even  against  grief  and 
ennui.  As  for  me,  all  my  ideas  take  flight,  and  I  am 
beaten  directly  I  see  interests  and  passions  enter  the 
lists.    These  little  wounds  are  mortal  to  me.    I  am — 
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forgive  the  presumption  of  the  comparison — like  Achilles, 
vulnerable  in  the  heel. 

Victor. 


1825 

To  Baron  Eckstein. 

BloiS,  2^th  April  1 825. 

Dear  Sir, — I  have  just  this  moment  received  a 
letter  from  M.  Alphonse  Rabbe,  with  his  Resume  de 
rhistoire  de  Russia,  This  important  work,  which  I  have 
glanced  at  rapidly,  appears  to  me,  judging  from  what  I 
see  of  it,  to  be  as  worthy  of  all  your  attention  as  the 
author  is  of  all  your  esteem.  M.  Rabbe,  whose  political 
opinions  differ  from  ours,  is  a  man  of  fine  talents  and 
fine  character.  In  these  two  important  points  he 
resembles  you.  Men  of  great  merit,  like  you  and  him 
ought  to  understand  and  esteem  each  other,  to  whatever 
side  they  belong.  Although  they  take  part  in  the  battles 
of  their  armies,  generals  do  not  engage  in  a  hand-to- 
hand  fight:  they  salute  each  other  from  their  opposite 
ranks.    You  and  M.  Rabbe  are  both  generals. 

M.  Rabbe,  whose  person  and  ability  I  admire,  and 
who  has  no  need  of  this  recommendation  to  you,  does 
you  full  justice  already.    You  both  belong  to  the  small 
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band  of  honourable  men  who  are,  and  ought  to  be,  dis- 
tinguished from  the  rabble  of  parties.  M.  Rabbe  does 
not  confound  you  with  it. 

You  will,  I  am  sure,  do  him  the  same  justice.  You 
will  doubtless  have  received  his  Rhimie  and  his  letter 
by  the  time  this  reaches  you,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear 
that  your  favourable  verdict  has  anticipated  what  (I 
repeat)  I  must  not  call  my  recommendation. 

It  is  therefore  not  so  much  with  this  object  that  I 
write  as  to  recall  myself  to  your  kind  recollection.  You 
will  have  read  in  the  papers  of  the  favours  with  which 
His  Majesty  honours  me.^  I  thank  you  beforehand  for 
the  pleasure  which  this  news  will  have  given  you.  You 
see,  I  am  as  sure  of  your  friendship  as  you  are  of  mine. 
No  one  has  a  greater  esteem  for  you  than  your  most 
devoted, 

Victor  Hugo. 

My  address  is.  Care  of  General  Count  Hugo,  at  Blois. 

I  should  be  delighted  if  you  can  find  time  to  devote 
to  M.  Rabbe's  work  one  of  those  excellent  articles  in 
which  you  know  so  well  how  to  combine  impartial 
criticism  and  appreciation.  You  know  that  my  opinion 
on  Resumes  is  the  same  as  yours,  but  you  also  know 
that  I  do  not  include  M.  Rabbe  in  the  common  herd  of 
superficial  and  ignorant  writers  of  this  stamp.  He 
occupies  quite  a  different  position,  and  I  am  sure  you  will 
judge  him  as  I  do.  While  occasionally  objecting  to  his 
doctrines,  you  will  always  admire  his  talent. 


^  The  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and  the  invitation  to  the 
Coronation. 
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To  Count  Alfred  de  Vigny,  Rue  Richepanse,  Paris, 

BloiS,  2Zth  April  I  825. 

I  cannot  allow  you  to  hear  from  anyone  but  me, 
my  dear  Alfred,  of  the  unexpected  marks  of  favour  which 
have  followed  me  to  my  father's  retreat.  The  King 
bestows  the  Cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  on  me,  and 
invites  me  to  his  Coronation.  Rejoice  at  this  news, 
you  who  love  me,  for  I  shall  pass  through  Paris  on  my 
way  to  Reims,  and  I  shall  embrace  you. 

I  expect  to  make  the  journey  with  our  friend  Nodier, 
to  whom  I  have  just  written.    How  we  shall  miss  you  ! 

All  honours,  however,  have  their  thorns.  The  journey 
obliges  me  to  leave  Adele  for  a  whole  fortnight — Adele, 
whom  I  love  as  you  love  your  Lydia — and  I  feel  as  if  this 
first  separation  would  cut  me  in  two. 

You  will  feel  for  me,  my  friend,  for  you  love  as 
I  do. 

Until  I  leave  again,  I  am  staying  here,  in  the  most 
delightful  town  you  can  imagine.  The  streets  and 
houses  are  dark  and  ugly,  but,  to  gladden  the  eye,  they 
are  spread  on  both  banks  of  the  beautiful  Loire  ;  on  one 
side  is  an  amphitheatre  of  gardens  and  ruins,  on  the 
other  a  verdant  plain.  At  each  step  one  comes  across  a 
historical  reminiscence. 

My  father's  house  is  built  of  white  quarried  stones,  with 
green  outside  shutters  like  those  J.  J.  Rousseau  was  so  fond 
of;  it  lies  between  two  charming  gardens,  at  the  foot  of 
a  small  hill  between  Gaston's  tree  and  the  towers  of 
Saint-Nicholas.    One  of  these  towers  has  never  been 
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completed,  and  is  falling  into  ruin.  Time  is  destroying 
it  before  man  has  finished  it. 

This  is  what  I  shall  leave  behind  me  for  a  fortnight, 
and,  above  all,  my  good  old  father  and  my  beloved  wife. 
But  I  shall  see  you  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  the  sight  of 
a  friend  is  so  consoling  ! 

Farewell,  dear  Alfred ;  kindest  regards  to  your  dear 
Lydia.  Have  you  finished  your  formidable  Enfer}  It 
is  like  a  page  of  Dante,  or  a  picture  by  Michael  Angelo, 
that  triple  genius. 

My  love  to  Emile,  Soumet,  Jules  Guiraud,  d'Hendi- 
court,  and  all  my  friends,  to  whom  I  will  write  when  I 
have  time.  Victor. 

I  shall  be  here  for  three  weeks  longer.  You  will 
write  to  me  soon,  will  you  not  ?  My  address  is — Blois, 
care  of  General  Count  Hugo. 

My  respectful  compliments  to  your  mother. 


To  Monsieur  Adolphe  de  Saint-Valry. 

Blois,  yth  May  1825. 
Yes,  my  friend,  from  this  historic  and  picturesque 
town  I  shall  often  look  towards  Paris  and  Montfort,  and 
the  castle  at  Blois  will  not  make  me  forget  Saint- 
Laurent.  I  spent  a  delightful  time  there  in  August  1 82 1, 
and  your  kind  mother  made  me  almost  forget  for  the 
space  of  a  week  the  admirable  mother  I  had  just  lost. 
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Thank  you  for  the  news  you  give  me.  I  am  very 
pleased  that  good  Jules  Lefevre  owes  the  sale  of  his 
Clocher  de  Saint  -  Marc  to  your  efforts.  He  has  real 
ability,  and  all  it  wants  is  a  success. 

You  have  no  lack  of  all  this,  my  dear  friend,  and  you 
are  wrong  to  despair  about  yourself;  your  poem  must, 
and  shall  be  sold.  The  public  is  always  quick  to  recog- 
nise real  talent. 

I  am  told  here  that  it  is  said  in  Paris  that  I  have 
abjured  my  literary  heresies ^  like  our  great  poet  Soumet. 
Contradict  this  flatly  wherever  you  may  be ;  you  will  be 
doing  me  a  service. 

I  went  to  see  Chambord  yesterday.  You  cannot 
imagine  how  singularly  beautiful  it  is.  Every  enchant- 
ment, every  kind  of  poetry,  every  folly  even,  are  repre- 
sented in  the  admirable  quaintness  of  this  palace  of 
knights  and  fairies.  I  cut  my  name  on  the  top  of  the 
highest  tower;  I  took  away  a  little  stone  and  moss 
from  it,  and  a  piece  of  the  framework  of  the  window  on 
which  Francis  I.  wrote  the  two  lines  : 

Souvent  femme  varie, 
Bien  fol  qui  s'y  fie  ! 

I  value  these  two  relics  highly. 

Farewell,  my  friend ;  you  know  that  the  King  has 
invited  me  to  his  Coronation.  I  shall  be  in  Paris  about 
the  20th,  and  shall  see  you  there. 

The  friendship  of  a  man  like  you  is  delightful  and 
invaluable. 

Victor. 
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To  Paul  Foucher. 

La  Miltiere,  gth  or  loth  of  May  [1825]. 

I  begin  this,  my  dear  Paul,  with  the  intention  of 
writing  you  one  of  the  longest  letters  I  have  written  since 
I  left.  If  by  any  chance  it  should  not  come  up  to  your 
expectation  or  mine,  do  not  lay  the  blame  on  my  inten- 
tions, but  on  some  unexpected  circumstance  or  other, 
which  will  have  arisen  to  cross  my  pleasure  and  take  up 
my  time.  Besides,  we  shall  soon  meet  in  Paris,  and  I 
will  tell  you  everything  I  have  not  been  able  to  write. 

At  this  moment  I  am  in  a  green  arbour  adjoining 
La  Miltiere ;  the  ivy  which  grows  up  the  sides  casts  a 
checkered  shade  on  my  paper,  of  which  I  send  you  a 
sketch,  since  you  wish  my  letters  to  contain  something 
picturesque.  Do  not  laugh  at  these  strange  lines  dashed 
on  the  other  side  of  the  page.^  Have  some  imagination. 
Suppose  this  drawing  to  have  been  done  by  the  sun  and 
the  shade,  and  you  will  see  something  charming.  This  is 
how  the  madmen  called  poets  go  on. 

I  left  your  kind  letter  at  Blois,  so  that  I  cannot 
answer  it  in  detail.  Besides,  you  asked  me  more  ques- 
tions than  the  six  black-coated  pedants  of  the  Faculty 
will  put  to  you  when  you  come  up  for  your  examination 
at  the  University  of  Paris. 

You  wrote  about  the  butte  des  Capucins  and  Diana, 
and,  to  tease  you,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  talk  of  nothing 
but  Chambord  and  Chabara. 

^  Some  large  lines  with  a  curious  outline  are  drawn  on  one  page 
of  the  letter. 
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Fancy,  my  dear  Paul,  ever  since  I  have  seen 
Chambord,  I  go  about  asking  everyone,  "  Have  you  seen 
Chambord?"  just  as  La  Fontaine,  who  said  to  everybody 
he  met,  "  Have  you  read  Baruch  ?  " 

A  propos  of  La  Fontaine,  let  us  talk  of  Colonel 
Feraudy.  He  is  still  fond  of  you,  although  you  took  it 
into  your  head  to  pronounce  one  of  his  lines  wrong — a 
point  on  which  he  is  sensitive.  He  still  writes  fables ; 
he  has  even  written  one  in  honour  of  me,  in  which  he 
calls  me  a  beast^  and  which  ends  with  a  pun.  This  is  a 
compliment  ! 

Farewell,  my  dear  Paul ;  best  love  to  your  good 
father  and  mother  from  Adele  and  me.  Papa,  his  wife, 
and  Didine  send  them  and  you  a  thousand  kind 
messages. 


To  Baron  Taylor. 

Tuesday y  \Zth  October  1825, 

Have  you,  my  dear  colleague,  promised  your  box  for 
Thursday,  or  decided  to  give  it  to  anyone,  and  could 
you,  without  the  slightest  inconvenience  to  yourself,  let 
my  wife  have  it  ?  She  has  a  great  wish  to  see  Talma 
and  Mile.  Mars  in  LEcole  des  VieillardSy  and  the  papers 
are  advertising  it  for  Thursday  next. 

When  are  you  going  to  drop  in  and  join  our  family 
dinner  ?    You  know  what  pleasure  it  will  give  us. 

No  one  is  more  cordially  devoted  to  you  than  myself. 

Victor  Hugo. 
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To  Monsieur  Villars,  Member  of  the  French  Academy. 

Sunday,  1 4///  November  [1825]. 

For  the  last  two  years,  having  been  almost  always 
absent  from  Paris,  I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  cultivat- 
ing M.  Villars'  agreeable  and  useful  acquaintance  as 
much  as  I  should  have  wished.  I  am  delighted  that  a 
fortuitous  circumstance  brings  us  together  again,  and 
enables  me  to  renew  this  acquaintance  which  I  value  so 
highly.  M.  de  Lamartine,  a  friend  of  mine,  is  a  candi- 
date for  the  vacant  seat  in  the  French  Academy,  and, 
before  calling  on  M.  Villars,  he  begged  me  to  let  the 
latter  know  beforehand.  I  told  him  that  the  kindly 
feeling  of  which  M.  de  Villars  had  given  me  so  many 
proofs  would  not  in  itself  suffice  to  guide  his  choice,  but 
I  have  no  doubt  that  M.  de  Lamartine's  great  merit  and 
admirable  talents  would  be  very  strong  recommendations 
to  M.  Villars.  M.  de  Chateaubriand  and  the  Bishop  of 
Hermopolis  are  deeply  interested  in  M.  de  Lamartine's 
election.  M.  Villars  will  doubtless  be  glad  to  add  his 
vote  to  theirs,  to  facilitate  the  admittance  of  this  talented 
man  into  the  Academy,  in  which  M.  Villars  himself 
occupies  such  a  distinguished  position. 

I  shall  be  happy  and  pleased  at  having  drawn  M. 
Villars'  attention  to  M.  de  Lamartine ;  and  if  he  is 
elected,  it  will  add  a  fresh  obligation  to  all  those  I  owe  to 
my  old  and  worthy  friend  M.  Villars.  I  shall  have  the 
honour  to  revert  to  the  subject. 

Victor  Hugo, 
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1826 

To  Lamartine. 

Paris,  2^th  May  1826. 

I  wrote  to  you  some  time  ago,  my  dear  Lamartine, 
and  sent  you  a  new  novel  I  have  just  published  called 
Bug-Jargal.  But  you  had  doubtless  left  Florence  when 
my  long  letter  arrived  there.  I  reminded  you,  besides, 
of  the  promise  you  made  us  at  Saint-Point,  on  that 
happy  day  we  spent  with  you  there,  to  write  some  poetry 
for  our  Album  de  quatre  voyageurs^  as  a  compensation  for 
your  enforced  absence.  Everything  is  now  ready  for 
the  publication  of  the  album,  Nodier's  prose  and  my 
poetry ;  all  that  is  lacking  is  its  finest  ornament,  and  it 
is  to  you  that  we  look  for  this. 

Our  mutual  publisher,  Urbain  Canel,  has  to  go  to 
Dijon,  and  promises  to  give  you  this  letter.  Pray  write 
me  a  few  lines  to  tell  me  how  you  are,  and  how  are  your 
wife  and  your  charming  daughter, — whether  you  are  soon 
coming  to  Paris,  and  if  you  will  bring  us  some  fine 
meditation  on  the  mountains.  But  do  not  trouble 
yourself  about  this  last  point.  However  valuable  your 
co-operation  is  to  us,  we  do  not  want  to  be  importunate 
or  exacting. 

I  also  sent  in  the  parcel  I  forwarded  to  Florence  the 
ode  I  addressed  to  you  in  reply  to  your  charming  letter, 
and  which  is  the  first  in  the  new  collection  I  am  about  to 
publish.    It  is  a  sort  of  dedication  of  the  whole  collection. 
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Pray  come  and  fetch  it  in  Paris.  It  will  appear  in  a 
month. 

Farewell,  my  illustrious  friend ;  write  to  me  soon, 
and  remember  that  my  admiration  for  your  talent  is 
equalled  by  my  tender  affection  for  yourself. 

Victor. 

My  wife  begs  to  be  kindly  remembered  to  Mme.  de 
Lamartine.     Kindest  regards  from  myself. 


To  M.  Henri  de  Latouche. 

'^rd  August  I  826. 

I  have  just  received  a  letter  from  you,  my  dear 
Monsieur  Latouche,  which  much  surprises  me.  I  answer 
it  only  because  you  used  to  be  my  dear  Latouche^  and 
because  I  hope  this  reply  may  produce  an  apology  from 
you  which  I  cannot  help  wishing  for. 

I  know  no  one  on  the  staff  of  the  Drapeau  blanc. 
The  only  Z.  I  know  is  the  person  who  abuses  me  rather 
pleasantly  in  the  Journal  des  Debats. 

This  is  the  explanation  which  I  am  prepared  to  con- 
cede to  our  old  friendship.  I  regret,  for  your  sake,  that 
you  should  have  deemed  it  necessary. 

VicTOR-M.  Hugo. 
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To  Monsieur  V.  P.,  one  of  the  Editors  of  the  "  Feuilleton 
des  Affiches"  at  Angelas ^  at  the  office  of  that  publica- 
tion^ care  of  M.  Pavie,  Royal  Printer ,  at  Angers. 

iph  December  1826. 

It  is  doubtless  to  you,  dear  sir,  that  I  am  indebted 
for  the  number  of  the  Feuilleton  d' Angers  of  the  2nd 
December,  in  which  the  collection  of  odes  and  ballads 
that  I  have  just  published  is  reviewed.  At  any  rate,  it  is 
to  you,  dear  sir,  that  I  owe  this  favourable  article,  and  it 
is  my  duty,  as  well  as  a  pleasure,  to  thank  you  for  it. 

I  do  not  thank  you  because  you  have  praised  me. 
I  should  care  very  little,  allow  me  to  tell  you,  for  mere 
praise.  What  I  am  grateful  for  in  your  article  is  the 
ability  with  which  it  is  written  ;  what  pleases,  charms,  and 
delights  me  is  the  complete  revelation  in  these  few  lines 
of  a  noble  heart,  a  vigorous  intelligence,  and  an  elevated 
mind. 

I  feel,  dear  sir,  that  you  belong  to  the  circle  of 
friends  whom  my  poor  books  make  for  me  in  the  world, 
and  who  are  unknown  to  me,  but  whom  I  am  so  glad  to 
meet  when  any  chance  opportunity  off-^irs  of  shaking  them 
by  the  hand.  Until  I  have  this  good  fortune  with  you, 
accept  this  letter  as  a  token  of  my  esteem  and  regard. 

I  regret  that  I  can  only  address  you  by  your  initials, 
V.  P. ;  they  are  at  the  foot  of  an  article  which  our 
foremost  literary  men  would  be  able  to  sign ;  but, 
whatever  it  may  be,  the  name  which  they  conceal  will 
not  long  remain  unknown. — Your  friend, 

Victor  Hugo. 
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1827 

To  Monsieur  Victor  Pavie. 

Paris,  ^rd January  1827. 

Your  letter,  dear  sir,  has  quite  fulfilled  all  the 
promise  of  your  article ;  in  it  I  found  the  heart  of  a 
friend  and  the  soul  of  a  poet — the  two  things  I  love  best 
in  the  world. 

You  are  right — it  is  a  great  pleasure  to  be  understood, 
and  to  be  understood  by  men  of  a  superior  mind.  Of  all 
the  tokens  of  commendation  which  can  encourage  and 
reassure  a  poet  whose  daring  flights  of  fancy  bear  him  to 
a  new  world,  the  free  and  unfettered  approval  of  a  few 
lofty  minds  is  the  most  valuable. 

Young  as  you  are,  you  belong  to  a  distinct  cate- 
gory, the  only  privileged  one  that  nature  creates ;  you 
have  the  mens  divinior  which  raises  a  man  above  his 
fellows.  And  although  I  have  seen  but  very  little  from 
your  pen,  I  have  no  difficulty  in  foretelling  your  future. 

You  are  really  too  kind  to  take  an  interest  in  my 
small  works ;  pray  give  me  an  opportunity  of  interesting 
myself  in  one  of  yours.  Do  go  on  working.  What  are 
you  doing?  In  what  direction  are  you  employing  the 
intellectual  power  bestowed  on  you  by  Providence?  I 
presume  that  you  are  not  letting  it  lie  fallow.  Tell  me 
all  about  this,  and  forgive  me  for  writing  to  you  thus. 
There  should  be  freedom  and  confidence  between  us ;  we 
are  both  about  the  same  age,  and  of  the  same  character. 
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And,  by  the  way,  why  should  you  not  write  the  book, 
for  instance,  of  which  you  give  me  such  a  striking  sketch  ? 
I  who,  for  good  or  ill,  am  attracted  towards  application 
rather  than  theory,  shall  probably  never  have  the  time  to 
write  it,  and  besides,  you  would  do  it  far  better  than 
I  should. 

In  conclusion,  dear  sir,  follow  your  own  bent  freely. 
Obey  your  inspiration.  You  have  all  that  is  required 
for  success — the  intelligence  which  creates  and  the 
imagination  which  fertilises  the  creation. 

The  tree  is  in  you :  let  it  grow. 

Victor  Hugo. 

Just  as  I  am  closing  this  letter  I  receive  the  Angers 
Feuilleton,  in  which  I  read  the  letter  I  sent  to  the 
Academy  of  Provence.  Pray  accept  my  best  thanks,  and 
transmit  them  to  your  father.  It  would  be  very  kind  of 
you  to  send  me  the  Angers  Feuilleton  whenever  you 
write  anything  in  it. 

My  address  is  not  30,  but  90  [Rue  de  Vaugirard]. 


To  Monsieur  Louis  Pavie.^ 

Paris,  i^th  January  1827. 

It  is  I,  dear  sir,  who  owe  you  a  thousand  thanks. 
You  are  kind  enough  to  make  me  a  subscriber  to  a 
provincial  feuilleton  which  is  superior  to  many  Paris 

^  Father  of  M.  Victor  Pavie. 
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feuilletons.  You  do  more — you  send  me  your  own 
works,  so  matured,  so  full  of  wisdom  and  esprit^  and  your 
son's  verses,  which  sparkle  with  youth  and  poetic  feeling. 
These  latter  are  your  productions  too,  dear  sir,  and  I 
believe  I  shall  not  offend  your  natural  pride  as  an  author 
and  a  father  by  asserting  that,  remarkable  as  are  your 
writings,  your  son  is  still  the  greatest  of  your  works. 
This,  by  the  way,  is  what  was  said  of  Homer  a  propos  of 
Virgil. 

Tell  your  young  eaglet,  dear  sir,  your  Victor,  that 
there  is  another  Victor  who  would  envy  him — if  envy 
could  coexist  with  affection — his  fine  poem  on  David, 
le  Juif^  la  Mer,  and  le  Lac,  an  ingenious  and  inspired 
composition,  and,  above  all,  his  charming  elegy  of 
rEnfant.  Tell  him  especially  not  to  hide  his  head 
under  his  wing]  his  wings  are  made  to  soar  aloft,  and 
his  eyes  to  gaze  at  the  sun. 

If  my  five-and-twenty  years  (for  I  am  near  that) 
gave  me  some  right  of  advising  his  eighteen,  I  should 
only  have  to  give  him  hints  of  a  material  kind.  I  should 
advise  him  to  be  more  strict  about  the  richness  of  the 
rhyme,  the  only  charm  of  our  poetry,  and,  above  all,  to 
strive  to  confine  his  thoughts  as  much  as  possible  within 
the  limits  of  the  regular  strophe.  He  can  change  the 
rhythm  as  often  as  he  likes  in  the  same  ode,  but  there 
should  always  be  an  internal  regularity  in  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  metre.  This  is  the  way,  in  my  view,  to 
express  an  idea  more  forcibly,  to  give  a  more  ample 
harmony  to  the  style  and  more  value  to  the  whole  of 
the  composition.  I  do  not,  however,  lay  down  this  as 
a  rule  or  law,  but  merely  give  it  for  what  it  is  worth, 
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as  the  result  of  reflections  on  the  genius  of  our  lyric 
poetry.  In  his  case,  thought  only  needs  to  develop 
freely.  I  give  some  advice  to  the  artist,  but  I  submit 
it  for  the  approval  of  the  poet. 

Farewell,  dear  sir ;  accept  once  more  the  expression 
of  the  gratitude  and  high  esteem  with  which  I  have 
the  honour  to  remain, — your  very  obedient,  humble 
servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Victor  Pavie. 

Paris,  7 th  February  1827. 

Pray  do  not  think,  dear  sir,  that  your  kind  letters 
can  ever  be  irksome  to  me.  Quite  the  contrary,  they 
refresh  me.  I  love  these  outpourings  of  a  youthful  heart, 
these  confidences  of  a  lofty  and  simple  mind.  The 
seven  years'  difference  in  our  ages  make  me  seem  almost 
old  to  you ;  and  if  your  friendship  occasionally  wishes  to 
show  some  deference  to  mine,  I  will  accept  it  as  a  tribute 
to  my  age,  and  not  to  my  ability. 

I  have  not  told  you  sufficiently,  I  have  not  said  as 
much  as  I  should  have  liked,  how  greatly  your  verses 
have  impressed  me.  They  possess  the  characteristic  of 
the  best  specimens  of  our  renovated  poetry,  the  union  of 
grace  and  vigour,  of  youth  and  maturity,  which  is  the 
stamp  of  all  our  great  poets.  You  are  one  of  those 
young  men  of  the  nineteenth  century  whose  gravity  and 
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candour  astonish  the  artificial  and  frivolous  old  men  of  the 
eighteenth.  You  ask  me  for  guidance"^  This  is  asking 
what  is  beyond  my  powers.  Give  the  rein  to  your 
fancy ;  let  your  own  nature  finish  your  education ;  it  has 
already  begun  so  well. 

There  is  nothing,  dear  sir,  you  cannot  aspire  to. 
Your  early  poems  are  of  wonderful  promise.  Even  the 
transition  stage  you  are  passing  through,  and  which  you 
describe  so  well,  denotes  the  crisis  of  a  youthful  ima- 
gination in  process  of  vigorous  development. 

You  have  been  kind  enough  to  mention  my  name  in 
an  article  in  the  last  number  of  the  Feuilleton  which 
bears  the  stamp  of  your  original  mind.  I  thank  you ; 
you  wish  that  my  affection  for  you  should  be  complete : 
it  has  begun  with  gratitude. 

Farewell,  dear  sir.  I  have  only  one  piece  of  advice 
to  give  you  :  write  fine  poetry  and  good  prose,  and  one 
request  to  make  you — love  me. 

V.  H. 

Pray  remember  me  to  your  father,  and  do  not  frank 
your  letters  to  me ;  none  of  my  friends  do  it. 


Paris,  lyth  March  1827. 
Your  Derniere  Feuille  is  charming.    You  have  added 
to  it  some  lines  and  a  name  which,  like  it,  will  die ;  but 
I  was  much  touched  with  this  last  mark  of  affection 
bestowed  on  me  by  your  fine  talent. 
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And  you  have  written  me  a  charming  letter,  which 
would  have  made  up  to  me  for  the  Globe  and  the  £toile, 
if  I  had  needed  it.  They  are  people  who  attack  me,  and 
who  doubtless  have  their  reasons  for  so  doing.  I 
suppose  they  like  it,  so  why  should  I  be  unhappy  about 
it  ?  On  the  contrary,  I  rejoice,  as  it  brings  me  letters 
like  yours. 

I  have  told  my  publisher  to  send  you  that  Ode  a  la 
Colonne^  the  whole  of  which  is  not  equal  to  the  single 
line — 

C'^tait  une  feuille  d'automne. 

Farewell !  You  promise  to  write  to  me  often.  Pray 
do  not  fail  to  do  so.  Your  friendship,  your  poetry, 
make  me  feel  young  again.  Your  letters  are  already 
more  than  a  pleasure  to  me. 

Victor  Hugo. 


20th  May  1827. 

You  were  born  under  a  lucky  star,  dear  sir.  You 
have  a  talent  which  is  a  credit  to  your  family,  and  a 
family  which  appreciates  your  talent.  I  have  seen  your 
worthy  father,  and  I  cannot  tell  you  how  I  liked  him 
from  the  first.  There  is  something  so  kind,  so  cordial, 
so  friendly  about  him,  that  I  could  not  desire  a  better 
protector  for  the  early  expansion  of  a  valuable  gift  like 
yours.  You  should  both  be  grateful  to  God :  He  could 
not  have  given  a  better  son  to  a  better  father. 
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Your  father  left  us  soon — too  soon ;  be  sure  you  tell 
him  so ;  but  he  was  good  enough  to  temper  our  regret 
at  parting  from  him  with  the  hope  of  seeing  you  shortly. 
Your  kind  letter  changes  this  hope  into  a  certainty,  and 
the  best  proof  you  could  give  me  of  your  friendship  is  to 
realise  it  quickly.  You  would  write  well  everywhere, 
but  there  is  more  food  for  the  mind  in  Paris :  the 
museums,  the  picture-galleries,  the  libraries  open  out  new 
worlds  of  thought ;  in  a  word,  all  that  can  be  acquired  is 
here,  and  you  already  have  all  that  nature  can  give. 

I  was  also  delighted  to  make  the  acquaintance  of 
M.  David  (of  Angers).  He  has  a  great  deal  of  talent, 
and  plenty  of  ideas.  He  showed  me  his  studio,  which 
is  full  of  fine  things. 

I  need  not  now  tell  you  to  write  to  me.  You  know 
that  I  love  you.  Tell  your  good  father  that  the  best  way 
to  double  the  pleasure  which  your  visit  in  Paris  will  give 
me  is  to  come  with  you. — Your  friend, 

V.  H. 


To  M.  Louis  Pavie. 

26th  May  1827. 

After  the  fine  lines  which  your  Victor  has  just  sent 
me,  I  should  be  ashamed  to  convey  my  admiration  and 
thanks  to  him  direct  in  paltry  prose ;  it  would  be  giving 
him  lead  in  exchange  for  his  bronze  and  gold.  Allow 
me  therefore  to  pour  my  feelings  of  brotherly  love  and 
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friendship  into  your  paternal  heart.  Tell  your  Victor 
he  must  allow  me  to  thank  him  through  you.  You  will 
transmit  to  him  this  inadequate  expression  of  my  deep 
emotion,  and  it  will  be  all  the  more  welcome  in  coming 
from  you. 

Yes,  dear  sir,  they  are  indeed  fine  lines,  full  of  fire, 
of  brightness,  and  of  grandeur.  We  ought  both  to  be 
proud  of  them — you  as  the  father  and  I  as  the  brother  of 
the  poet.  I  am  very  flattered  at  this  youthful  impassioned 
ode  being  dedicated  to  me,  but  I  should  have  been  still 
more  gratified  if  my  name  had  been  at  the  foot  of  it 
instead  of  at  the  head. 

Perhaps,  dear  sir,  I  ought  not  to  have  bestowed  such 
praise  on  these  verses  in  which  I  am  praised  too  much. 
But  the  dedication  of  this  ode  to  me  is  due  to  an  infirmity 
of  friendship.  It  is  not  addressed  to  Victor  Hugo,  but 
to  a  poet  of  genius,  capable  of  inspiring  such  a  lofty 
strain,  whereas  I  am  only  capable  of  admiring  it. 

Farewell,  dear  sir ;  farewell,  fortunate  father !  Em- 
brace your  son  for  me,  till  the  time  comes  when  I  can 
do  so  for  you. — Very  sincerely  yours, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Victor  Pavie. 

Paris,  2\tk  September  1827. 

It  is  true,  dear  sir,  that  my  mother-in-law's  more  and 
more  hopeless  state  of  health  causes  us  the  greatest 
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anxiety,  but  this  could  not  prevent  me  from  appreciating 
the  two  kind  letters  which  I  have  received  from  Angers 
since  you  left. 

Whatever  position  I  may  be  in,  I  can  never  hear 
from  your  kind  father  or  you  without  emotion  and  grati- 
tude. So  far  from  the  reverse  being  the  case,  grief 
inclines  one  to  friendship. 

You  have  published  two  capital  articles  in  the  Angers 
Feuilleton,  You  look  on  art  with  the  eye  of  a  poet ;  you 
criticise  as  an  artist.  Your  talent  has  something  alike 
precocious  and  mature  about  it. 

Delacroix  is  particularly  pleased  with,  and  proud  of, 
the  fine  bit  which  refers  to  him.  He  has  begged  me  to 
thank  you.  Go  on  with  these  articles ;  make  our  Paris 
papers  blush  for  their  inferiority  to  a  provincial  paper. 

Paul  is  very  much  touched  by  your  friendly  and 
brotherly  messages  to  him ;  he  will  write  to  you  one  of 
these  days.  His  drama  will  be  acted  six  weeks  hence. 
Poor  Paul  will  feel  the  want  of  you  to  congratulate  or 
console  him. 

You  will  receive  Cromwell  in  a  fortnight.  I  have 
only  got  to  write  the  preface  and  a  few  notes.  I  shall 
make  them  as  short  as  possible ;  the  shorter  the  better. 

Farewell !  but  come  back  to  us  soon.  Tell  your 
good  father  that  we  must  have  you  when  the  Salon  is 
open.  I  also  want  to  have  a  talk  with  you  about  the 
Gothic  architecture  at  Angers.  I  am  delighted  to  see 
that  you  are  bitten  with  architecture.  It  is  such  a  grand 
subject ! 

Farewell  once  more  !  Vale  et  me  ama, — Your  elder 
brother,  VICTOR. 
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1828 

To  Victor  Pavie. 

^th  January  1828. 

Although  you  praise  me  in  it,  and  praise  me  too 
much,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  shall  nevertheless  publish 
on  the  housetops  that  your  article  is  an  admirable  one, 
and  that  it  is  a  pity  (I  do  not  say  for  myself,  but  for 
literature  in  general)  that  so  profound  and  lofty  a  piece 
of  criticism  should  be  published  in  a  remote  corner  of 
the  provinces,  while  Messrs.  R.  and  Co.  display  their 
incompetence  in  four  columns  of  a  paper  which 
prints  fifteen  thousand  copies  and  has  five  hundred 
thousand  readers  in  both  continents.  But  what  can 
we  do? 

Everyone  who  has  read  your  article  on  Cromwell  is 
delighted  with  it:  David,  Sainte-Beuve,  Paul  [Foucher] 
rave  about  it.  I  am  going  to  make  ^mile  Deschamps 
and  Charles  Nodier  read  it.  Sainte-Beuve  has  also 
written  two  very  remarkable  articles  on  this  paltry  book ; 
the  Globe  refused  them,  for  which  the  prosa'istes  bear  me 
a  grudge.  You  see  that  intolerance  is  to  be  found  even 
among  philosophers  and  a  censorship  even  among  demo- 
crats.   But  again,  what  can  we  do  ? 

I  send  you  many  good  wishes  for  your  happiness, 
for  there  is  nothing  to  wish  you  on  the  score  of  ability. 
Continue  to  be  the  pride  of  your  good  father,  and  as  for 
me,  I  have  a  New  Year's  wish,  namely,  that  you  may 
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come  and  pay  me  a  visit.  Pray  consult  M.  Pavie  about 
this.     Ora  pro  nobis. 

V.  Hugo. 


2ird  January  1828. 

Our  letters  have  crossed,  my  poet.  Just  as  I  was 
reading  your  pretty  message  you  were  reading  my  illegible 
scrawl.  But  never  mind!  your  friendship  understands  me, 
does  it  not,  even  when  your  eyes  cannot  make  out  my 
writing;  and  when  I  write,  if  my  pen  is  bad,  my  heart 
is  not  so. 

Do  you  know,  I  am  annoyed  with  myself  for  having 
written  you  a  whole  page  without  having  told  you  that 
your  second  article  is,  if  possible,  finer  than  the  first. 
What  a  maturity  you  have  reached  at  the  age  of 
twenty ! 

What  life  and  spirit !  what  splendour  of  style  and 
ideas !  Sainte-Beuve  was  in  ecstasies  yesterday  over 
your  article ;  he  knows  it  by  heart,  word  for  word,  and 
repeats  it  to  everybody. 

No  article  has  been  written  in  France  on  Cromwell 
so  remarkable  as  yours ;  only  the  great  articles  in  the 
English  Reviews  are  fit  to  be  compared  with  yours. 

Forgive  this  scribble.  You  know  that  our  friend 
David  is  quite  well  now,  that  he  goes  out,  that  he  walks 
in  the  sun,  and  will  soon  begin  work  again.  I  go  to 
him  every  day,  to  see  him  and  to  talk  about  Victor 
of  Angers  with  him.    My  wife  and  I  send  our  kindest 
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remembrances  to  your  good  father.  My  eldest  brother 
is  just  married ;  when  you  marry,  I  shall  have  another 
sister-in-law. 

Victor. 


Paris,  2^th  February  [1828]. 

I  have  not  yet  thanked  you,  my  young  poet,  for  your 
kind  letter,  nor  for  that  from  your  good  father.  I  know 
that  you  are  both  as  full  of  indulgence  for  me  as  for  my 
works,  and  my  deep  inconsolable  grief  is  an  ample  excuse 
with  friends  like  you.  I  have  lost  the  man  who  loved 
me  best  in  the  world — a  good  and  noble  man,  who  was 
rather  proud  of  me  and  very  fond  of  me,  a  father  whose 
interest  in  me  never  flagged.  This  is  a  support  taken 
away  from  me  veiy  early.  Oh,  my  dear  Victor,  pray 
to  God  to  spare  your  father  to  you  for  many  a  year 
to  come  1 

You  have  heard  of  the  mischance  which  befell  Paul 
[Foucher] — a  very  trifling  misfortune  compared  with  a 
very  great  one.  I  had  to  stand  by  him  as  well  as  I 
could  on  this  occasion.  Besides,  it  was  I  who  had 
brought  him  bad  luck.  The  herd  of  intriguers  who 
hissed  Amy  Robsart  thought  they  were  indirectly  hissing 
Cromwell.  It  was  a  wretched  little  cabal  of  the 
classicists,  which  is  hardly  worth  mentioning. 

Farewell,  my  poet.  How  is  it  that  you  still  ask  to 
be  admitted  to  my  friendship  ?  Are  you  not  already 
one  of  my  old  friends  ?    The  loss  of  my  father  has  left 
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an  immense  blank  in  my  life,  but  you  are  one  of  those 
who  would  fill  it  if  it  could  be  filled. — Your  brother, 

Victor. 


Paris,  17^/^5  July  1828. 

You  have  every  reason  to  be  vexed  with  me,  my 
poet,  for,  during  all  the  time  that  has  elapsed  since  you 
left  us,  what  reply  have  I  given  to  your  charming  letter, 
and  the  other  printed  communications  which  brought  me, 
one  after  the  other,  your  fine  article  on  the  Ronde  du 
Sabbat^  the  remarkable  strophes  on  Smarra,  and  finally, 
the  excellent  paper  on  the  Faust  of  two  great  poets, 
Goethe  and  Delacroix  ? 

But  do  not  think  me  as  guilty  as  I  appear,  my  dear 
friend.  I  have  proofs  to  correct,  visits  to  receive,  heavy 
reading  to  get  through,  business  to  attend  to  ;  this  month 
I  have  written  three  letters  to  solicitors  and  notaries. 
Imagine  the  fatigue  of  all  this  !  And  then  there  is  the 
real  reason,  which  is,  that  I  am  lazy. 

You  are  indulgent,  I  know,  and  will  take  me  as  I 
am  ;  and  bear  in  mind  that  although  I  receive  letters  from 
Lamartine,  the  Abb6  de  Lamennais,  and  Chateaubriand, 
yours  are  among  those  which  I  answer  soonest. 

Are  you  still  taking  an  interest  in  the  little  Gothic 
house  at  Angers,  as  you  promised  us?  Please  let  me 
have  some  details  about  this  in  your  next  letter,  if  indeed 
you  still  wish  to  have  anything  to  say  to  me,  who  am 
still  interested  in  you. 
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Sainte-Beuve  has  just  published  his  book,  which  is 
first-rate.  Boulanger  is  going  to  send  you  his  Saint- 
Barthdemy^  which  is  magnificent.  You  see,  Paris  does 
not  forget  Angers. 

Farewell !  farewell.  Paul  complains  of  the  rarity  of 
your  letters.  He  is  right;  they  are  rarities  in  more 
senses  than  one.  Farewell.  A  thousand  kind  messages 
from  all  of  us  to  all  of  you. 

Victor. 


To  David  d'Angers. 

Paris,  Saturday  morning.  .  .  [1828]. 

Just  imagine,  dear  friend,  what  bad  luck  !  My  wife, 
who  has  kept  well  all  through  the  year,  takes  it  into  her 
head  to  be  indisposed  to-day,  and  in  the  one  and  only 
way,  perhaps,  that  can  alter  her  profile.  She  has  a 
wretched  toothache,  and  besides  this,  her  lips  are  sore  and 
swollen.  So  that  to-day  you  would  find  only  a  suffering 
and  disfigured  model.  I  was  not  much  inclined  to  let 
you  know  of  this  mishap,  as  I  was  so  anxious  to  see  you 
to-day,  and  foresaw  that  this  letter  might  perhaps 
deprive  us  of  this  pleasure ;  but  my  wife  reminds  me  how 
valuable  your  time  is,  and  so  my  selfishness  gives  way. 
But  do  come  if  you  can,  and  do  not  forget  that  no 
one  admires  you  more  than  I  do,  because  no  one  loves 
you  better. 

Victor  Hugo. 
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P.S. — My  wife  hopes  that  her  ailment  will  have  dis- 
appeared by  Monday. 


i^t/t  October  1828. 

I  have  a  letter  from  M.  de  Belleyme,  my  dear  friend, 
giving  us  admission  to  Bicetre  on  the  22nd,  the  day  on 
which  the  irons  are  fastened  on.  If  you  can  spare  a 
moment,  come  and  see  me  soon,  to  settle  what  we  are  to 
do. — Your  friend,  VICTOR  HUGO. 

I  open  my  letter  to  thank  you  a  thousand  times,  as 
many  times  as  it  is  admirable.^ 


I  St  Nover7iber  1828. 

I  am  very  vexed,  my  dear  friend  ;  some  important 
business  compelled  Lamartine  to  leave  unexpectedly 
yesterday.  It  is  true  that  he  will  return  in  January  and 
spend  three  months  in  Paris,  and  that  he  hopes  you  will 
still  be  of  the  same  mind  with  regard  to  him  ;  but  it  is 
hard  for  me  to  have  to  wait  two  months  for  one  of  your 
masterpieces.  I  won't  say  good-bye.  I  still  hope  to  be 
your  satellite  this  evening,  if  I  am  not  too  hoarse.  Now 
I  think  of  it,  at  what  time  shall  I  expect  you  ? — Yours 
with  all  my  heart,  VICTOR  HUGO. 

^  The  medallion  of  the  poet. 
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To  Baron  Taylor. 

Saturday  the  i^th. 

My  dear  Taylor, — A  tragedy  has  just  been 
written  in  my  family,  and  I  do  not  think  you  need  be 
told  that  I  am  not  the  author  of  it. 

I  never  flew  at  such  high  game ! 

My  young  brother-in-law  Paul  (who,  by  the  way,  is 
passionately  attached  to  you)  is  the  culprit. 

Now,  I  will  not  bestow  praise  on  this  tragedy  here, 
because  it  would  be  altogether  suspicious  coming  from 
me ;  but  I  do  not  think  I  am  going  too  far  when  I  say 
that  it  is  quite  as  good  as  many  of  those  which  have 
from  time  immemorial  been  received,  put  on  the  stage, 
acted,  and  applauded  at  the  Frangais. 

Would  you  therefore  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  us  what 
would  be  the  best  course  to  pursue  to  bring  our  tragedy 
before  the  Committee  of  the  Frangais  ?  The  young  poet 
would  like,  if  possible,  to  be  relieved  from  the  formality 
of  a  previous  examination  ;  but  we  must  first  be  sure 
that  this  exemption  would  not  in  any  way  break  through 
the  established  rule. 

If  your  many  and  important  engagements  would 
allow  you  by  any  chance  to  look  over  the  piece  before  it 
is  sent  in,  I  need  not  tell  you  that  Paul  would  receive  any 
suggestion  from  you  with  pleasure  and  gratitude. 

The  subject  of  the  work  is  Cosmo  de  Medici. 

I  must  add,  to  give  everyone  his  due,  that  there  is 
not  a  single  idea,  line,  or  word  of  mine  in  the  piece. 
Farewell,  my  dear  noble  friend ;  forgive  my  importunity. 
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I  should  have  troubled  you  with  a  visit  if  the  road  from 
my  arctic  pole  in  the  Rue  Vaugirard  to  your  antarctic  pole 
in  the  Rue  Bondi  had  been  more  practicable. — Always 
most  sincerely  yours, 

Victor  Hugo. 


1829 

ird  April  1829. 

You  are  coming  back  to  us,  then,  my  dear  young 
poet !  This  is  delightful  news  in  the  midst  of  my  family 
troubles.  I  like  your  letters,  but  I  should  like  to  have 
you  better  still. 

I  have  seen  the  poor  portrait  which  you  mention ;  it 
seems  to  me  that  I  am  flattered  and  yet  not  done  justice 
to  :  it  is  the  popular  idea  of  me — a  good-looking  dog. 
Still,  you  have  had  your  money's  worth.  I  am  always 
trying  to  get  yours  out  of  David,  and  I  scold  him  for  not 
having  published  it  yet  for  your  friends.  Do  you  know 
that  the  last  Feuilleton  contains  a  ballad  which  is  a 
masterpiece?  Congratulate  M.  V.  P.  on  it  from  me. 
It  is  picturesque,  novel,  and  in  excellent  style.  It  is  like 
one  of  those  wonderful  old  paintings  by  Albert  Durer  or 
Rembrandt. 

Talking  of  great  painters,  do  not  believe,  with  a  few 
stupid  newspapers,  in  the  front  rank  of  which  I  un- 
hesitatingly place  the  Globe,  that  Delacroix  is  not  up  to 
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the  mark.  His  Sardanapalus  is  a  splendid  things,  and  so 
grand  that  it  cannot  be  grasped  by  small  minds.  This 
fine  work,  however,  like  many  other  grand  and  powerful 
works,  has  not  been  to  the  taste  of  the  bourgeois  of  Paris  ; 
you  know  the  proverb :  "  Sifflets  des  sots  sont  fanfares  de 
gloirer  I  only  regret  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that  he  did 
not  represent  the  funeral-pile  as  on  fire :  this  fine  scene 
would  have  been  still  finer  had  the  foreground  been  a 
mass  of  flames.  As  for  M.  Gerard's  Sainte  ThMse^  it  is 
better  than  his  Cannings  no  doubt,  but  remember  that  M. 
de  Ch[ateaubriand]  is  not  much  of  a  judge  of  painting :  his 
praise  is  simply  his  mode  of  expressing  his  thanks. 

You  ask  me  to  tell  you  about  myself.  Alas !  just  at 
present  I  should  have  to  tell  you  of  nothing  but  lawyers 
valuers,  official  seals,  inventories,  etc.  How  sad  it  is  that 
our  sorrows  so  quickly  make  way  for  business !  I  am 
correcting  the  proofs  of  a  fourth  edition  of  the  Odes  et 
Ballades,  Farewell,  but  come  quickly  with  your  good 
father. —  Vale  et  me  ama^ 

V.  H. 


To  His  Excellency  the  Minister  of  the  Interior, 
at  his  residence^  Rue  de  Grenelle. 

2nd  August  1 829. 

My  Lord, — M.  Brifaut  has  communicated  to  me,  as 
you  had  commissioned  him  to  do,  what  your  Excellency 
told  him  yesterday  morning  about  my  play.^    There  is 

*  Marion  de  Lorme  which  the  censorship  wished  to  suppress. 
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something  so  unexpected  about  the  view  which  he  found 
you  held  with  regard  to  me,  that  I  must  ask  your 
Excellency's  permission  not  to  consider  it  as  definitive. 
I  venture  to  believe  that  other  counsels  will  prevail  in 
your  mind,  which  is  so  enlightened  and  generally  so  well 
disposed  towards  literature,  and  that  you  will  not  come 
to  a  decision  so  contrary  to  my  interests,  and,  allow  me 
to  add,  my  Lord,  to  your  own. — I  remain,  my  Lord,  with 
great  respect,  your  Excellency's  most  obedient,  humble 
servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Monsieur  de  la  Bourdonnaye,  Minister  of 
the  Interior. 

Paris,  \\th  August  1829. 

My  Lord, — I  am  much  touched  by  the  King's  kind- 
ness. 

My  devotion  to  the  King  is  in  truth  deep  and 
sincere.  My  family,  ennobled  in  the  year  1531,  has  long 
served  the  State.  My  father  and  my  two  uncles  served 
it  for  forty  years  with  their  swords.  I  myself  have 
perhaps  been  fortunate  enough  to  render  some  humble 
service  to  the  King  and  to  the  cause  of  royalty.  I  have 
sold  five  editions  of  a  book  in  which  the  name  of  Bourbon 
occurs  on  every  page. 

My  Lord,  this  devotion  is  purely  disinterested.  Six 
years  ago  the  late  King  deigned  to  grant  me,  by  royal 

209 


I 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


decree,  and  simultaneously  with  my  noble  friend  M.  de  la 
Lamartine,  a  pension  of  two  thousand  francs  on  the 
literary  fund  of  the  Minister  of  the  Interior.  I  received 
this  pension  all  the  more  gratefully  because  I  had  never 
asked  for  it. 

My  Lord,  this  pension,  modest  as  it  is,  is  enough 
for  me.  It  is  true  that  nearly  all  my  father's  fortune  has 
been  sequestrated  by  the  King  of  Spain,  in  contravention 
of  the  Treaty  of  1 8 14.  It  is  true  that  I  have  a  wife  and 
three  children.  It  is  true  that  I  am  supporting  widows 
and  relations  who  bear  my  name.  But  I  have  been 
fortunate  enough  to  make  an  honourable  and  indepen- 
dent living  by  my  pen.  This  is  why  the  pension  of  two 
thousand  francs,  which  I  value  chiefly  as  a  token  of  royal 
favour,  is  enough  for  me. 

It  is,  however,  also  true  that,  as  I  live  by  my  pen,  I 
had  been  obliged  to  reckon  on  the  legitimate  profits  of 
my  drama,  Marion  de  Lorme.  But  as  the  performance  of 
this  play — a  conscientious  honest  work  of  art — appears 
to  be  dangerous,  I  bow  to  the  decision,  hoping  that  the 
Sovereign's  august  will  may  change  in  this  respect.  I  had 
asked  to  have  my  play  acted ;  I  do  not  ask  for  anything 
else. 

Be  so  good,  therefore,  my  Lord,  as  to  tell  the  King  that 
I  entreat  him  to  allow  me  to  remain  in  the  position  in 
which  I  was  when  his  fresh  favours  reached  me.  Whatever 
happens — I  need  not  repeat  the  assurance  to  you — nothing 
hostile  can  ever  come  from  me.  The  King  need  expect 
nothing  but  proofs  of  fidelity,  loyalty,  and  devotion  from 
Victor  Hugo. 

I  should  be  glad,  my  Lord,  if  your  Excellency  will  be 
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kind  enough  to  submit  this  letter  to  the  King,  with  the 
expression  of  my  warm  gratitude  and  deep  respect. — I 
have  the  honour  to  be,  my  Lord,  your  Excellency's  most 
obedient,  humble  servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Baron  Taylor. 

2 2,rd  August  1829. 

I  have  seen  M.  de  la  Bourdonnaye  this  morning. 
The  play  will  decidedly  be  stopped,  interdicted,  prohibited. 
Come  and  see  me,  my  friend,  and  I  will  tell  you  all 
about  it. 

Victor. 

Thursday. 


To  Charles  Nodier. 

2nd  November  1829. 

And  you  too,  Charles  ! 

I  would  give  a  good  deal  not  to  have  read 
yesterday's  Quotidienne.  One  of  the  most  painful 
shocks  in  life  is  the  uprooting  of  an  old  and  warm 
friendship. 
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I  had  long  ago  ceased  to  look  out  for  your  approval 
of  my  writings.  I  did  not  complain  of  this.  Why 
should  you  have  gone  on  compromising  yourself  by  an 
open  friendship  with  a  man  who  brings  his  friends  nothing 
but  hatred,  calumny,  and  persecution  ?  I  saw  that  you 
were  withdrawing  from  the  fray,  and,  as  I  loved  you  for 
yourself,  I  thought  you  were  right. 

By  degrees  I  saw  your  silence  and  indifference  with 
regard  to  me  transformed  into  praise,  enthusiasm, 
and  acclamation  for  my  enemies,  even  for  the  most 
violent,  the  most  bitter,  the  most  odious  of  them.  This, 
again,  was  perfectly  natural,  for,  after  all,  it  is  only  a 
personal  matter,  and  of  course  my  enemies  may  possess 
wit,  ability,  and  genius.  I  repeat,  this  was  quite  natural, 
and  I  do  not  complain  of  it  for  a  single  moment.  I  did 
not  love  you  any  the  less  for  it,  and  (you  would  be  wrong 
not  to  believe  me,  Charles)  this  was  my  real  feeling. 

I  had  not  foreseen  (hence  my  perfect  tranquillity  of 
mind)  that  the  natural,  perhaps  inevitable,  transition  for 
you  would  be  a  campaign  against  me.  So  you  have 
joined  in  it  too.  Yesterday's  attack  is  underhand, 
obscure,  ambiguous,  I  allow,  but  it  none  the  less  stung 
me  deeply — it  none  the  less  roused,  like  an  electric  shock, 
more  than  twenty  of  my  friends  who  came  to  condole 
with  me  over  it. 

And  what  moment  have  you  selected  for  it  ? — the  very 
moment  when  my  enemies  are  rallying  on  all  sides  in 
greater  numbers  and  with  greater  bitterness  than  ever, 
when  they  are  unremittingly  weaving  a  network  of  hatred 
and  calumny  around  me,  when  I  stand  alone  between  two 
equally  deadly  foes — the  Government  which  detests  and 
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persecutes  me,  and  the  determined  cabal  which  controls 
nearly  every  newspaper.  Ah,  Charles !  at  a  moment 
like  this  I  at  least  had  a  right  to  reckon  on  your 
silence. 

Or  is  the  reason  that  I  have  offended  you  in  any 
way  ?  if  so,  why  did  you  not  tell  me  of  it  ? 

It  is  not  that  I  object  to  your  criticism,  which  is 
accurate,  closely-reasoned,  and  true.  It  is  a  very  far 
cry  from  the  07'ientales  to  Lord  Byron.  But  surely, 
Charles,  there  were  plenty  of  enemies  to  tell  me  this 
just  now. 

You  will  doubtless  be  surprised ;  you  will  think  I  am 
very  touchy.  But  I  cannot  help  it — a  friendship  like 
mine  for  you  is  frank,  cordial,  deep,  and  cannot  be 
broken  without  a  cry  of  pain.  Besides,  this  is  my  nature. 
I  do  not  mind  the  dagger-thrusts  of  my  enemies  ;  I  feel 
the  pin-pricks  of  a  friend. 

After  all,  I  am  not  vexed  with  you ;  tear  up  this 
letter,  and  think  no  more  about  it.  What  you  wished  to 
break  off  is  broken  off;  I  shall  always  feel  it,  but  no 
matter.  If  anyone  mentions  the  subject  again  to  me,  I 
shall  defend  you,  as  I  defended  you  yesterday.  But 
believe  me,  it  is  very  sad  for  me,  and  for  you  as  well, 
Charles,  for  never  in  your  life  have  you  lost  a  friend  more 
profoundly,  more  tenderly,  and  more  absolutely  devoted 
to  you. 

Victor  Hugo. 


15 
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To  Baron  Taylor. 

ird  November  iZ2g. 
In  reply  to  my  application  M.  de  la  Bourdonnaye 
writes  to  me,  my  dear  Taylor,  that  Hernani  was  returned 
to  the  theatre  on  the  i\st  of  October.  Is  this  really 
true?  And  how  is  it  I  know  nothing  about  it?  It 
would  be  very  kind  of  you  to  send  me  a  line  saying  yes 
or  no^  or,  better  still,  to  come  and  see  me  for  a  few 
minutes  some  morning. — Your  friend, 

V.  H. 


To  Monsieur  de  Saint- Valry. 

Paris,  \Zth  December  1829. 

How  kind  it  is  of  you,  my  friend,  to  still  think  a 
little  about  me,  who  seem  to  have  forgotten  all  of  you  ! 
You  know  well  that  I  only  appear  to  have  done  so.  In 
your  heart  of  hearts  you  feel  that  it  is  impossible  for 
mine  to  change.  And  then,  you  make  allowances  for  me, 
and  it  is  in  this  that  you  are  a  real  friend.  You  know 
the  crushing  burdens  I  am  staggering  under.  The 
Com^die  Franqaise^  Hernani^  rehearsals,  greenroom 
intrigues,  the  rivalries  of  actors  and  actresses,  underhand 
dealings  of  the  newspapers  and  of  the  police ;  and  besides 
all  this,  my  own  private  affairs  still  in  great  confusion, 
my  father's  estate  not  wound  up,  our  Spanish  property 
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grabbed  by  Ferdinand  VII.,  our  St.  Domingo  indemnity- 
retained  by  Boyer,  our  gravel-pits  in  Sologne  for  sale  for 
the  last  two  years,  the  houses  at  Blois  which  our  step- 
mother is  going  to  law  with  us  about, — consequently  little 
or  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  the  remnants  of  a  large  for- 
tune except  lawsuits  and  worries.  This  is  what  my  life 
consists  of.  How  can  one  be  everything  to  one's  friends 
when  one  has  not  a  moment  to  oneself?  At  any  rate, 
if  I  do  not  write  to  them  very  often  I  am  as  fond  of  them 
as  ever,  and  you  are  one  of  the  dearest,  oldest,  and  most 
valued  among  them.  Well,  you  are  safe  in  port,  remain 
there  !  /  am  battling  with  the  waves,  and  breasting  the 
stream.  You  let  yourself  float  with  it.  You  are  the 
wise  and  happy  man. 

Victor. 


1830 

To  His  Excellency  the  Minister  of  the  Interior. 

^th  January  1830. 

I  have  the  honour  to  lay  the  following  facts  before 
His  Excellency  the  Minister  of  the  Interior. 

Last  July,  when  the  Com^die  Fran^aise  wished  to  put 
on  the  stage  the  first  drama  that  I  had  written,  Marion 
de  Lorme^  I  applied  to  M.  de  Martignac,  who  was  then 
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Minister,  for  exemption  from  the  jurisdiction  of  the 
censorship,  and  for  permission  to  submit  to  the  Minister's 
censorship  alone — a  favour  which  he  had  already  granted 
to  several  dramatic  authors.  This  is  how  I  explained  to 
him,  verbally  and  in  writing,  what  harm  he  might  do  me 
by  handing  over  my  play  to  the  censors. 

The  dramatic  censors  are  all  taken  from  the  literary 
party  opposed  to  us,  which  is  a  compliment  to  the  party 
that  claims  full  liberty  in  artistic  matters  to  which  I  am 
proud  to  belong  (not  that  I  wish  to  saddle  the  whole  of  the 
old  school  with  the  faults  of  some  of  its  members,  but  it 
is  a  fact  I  point  out  by  the  way).  Now  these  censors^ 
mostly  dramatic  authors  themselves,  all  of  them  interested 
champions  of  the  old  literary  as  well  as  of  the  old 
political  regime,  are  my  opponents,  and,  if  need  be,  my 
natural  enemies.  What  is  a  play  that  has  not  been 
acted  ?  One  of  the  most  fragile  and  uncertain  things  on 
the  face  of  the  earth.  A  scene,  a  line,  a  word  divulged 
and  travestied  beforehand,  is  quite  enough,  as  every 
theatre  knows,  to  kill  a  dramatic  work  before  it  has  seen 
the  light.  The  result  is,  that  the  censorship,  which  is  an 
odious  annoyance  for  every  literary  school,  is,  for  us 
advocates  of  the  freedom  of  art,  something  still  worse — 
a  snare,  a  trap,  an  ambuscade.  It  is  therefore  of  great 
importance  to  me  that  five  open  enemies  should  not  be 
let  into  the  secret  of  my  play  before  it  is  performed,  and 
should  not  be  able  to  reveal  the  details  of  it  beforehand 
to  cabals  which  are  interested  in  delivering  a  well-pre- 
pared attack  on  it.  For  a  person  in  my  position,  the 
censorship  is  the  worst  kind  of  cabal. 

This  is  what  I  said  to  the  Minister  then  in  office. 
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He  saw  fit  to  refuse  me  the  favour  which  he  had  granted 
to  others.    My  application  was  rejected. 

The  only  concession  I  secured  was  that  Marion  de 
Lorme  should  be  read  by  one  censor  only,  the  choice  of 
whom  was  left  to  me,  although  I  was  not  allowed  to 
select  anyone  outside  the  censors'  department.  I  chose 
a  literary  man  who  appeared  to  me  to  be  the  most 
deserving  of  confidence,  and  with  whom  I  had  been  on 
friendly  terms  before  he  became  a  censor.  This  examiner^ 
as  he  called  himself,  reproached  me  almost  tenderly  for 
my  distrust  of  the  censorship.  He  quite  understood,  so 
he  said,  all  the  disadvantages  and  risks  of  having  verses 
divulged,  hawked  about,  mutilated,  and  parodied  before 
the  performance  of  a  drama,  but  he  added  that  my  fears 
of  the  censorship  carried  me  too  far.  The  dramatic 
examiners,  he  continued,  are  not  men  of  letters.  En- 
trusted with  a  purely  official  duty — that  of  eliminating 
political  allusions — they  have  not,  and  ought  not  to  have, 
anything  to  do  with  the  literary  merits  of  work  sub- 
mitted to  them.  Their  function  begins  and  ends  with 
their  official  duty.  A  censor  who  would  maliciously 
divulge  the  details  of  the  work  which  he  had  examined 
would  be — and  I  quote  his  own  words — as  culpable  and 
as  deserving  of  reprobation  as  the  priest  who  revealed 
the  secrets  of  the  confessional. 

This  is  what  the  then  censor  said  to  me.  Such 
language  would  doubtless  have  reassured  anyone  of  less 
stubborn  views  than  mine  on  the  ways  of  man  and  of 
the  police.  However,  M.  de  la  Bourdonnaye  became 
Minister,  and  Marion  de  Lorme  was  prohibited.  Faithful 
to  my  conscientious  and  artistic  work,  I  did  my  best  to 
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repair  the  injury  which  the  Minister  had  done  me.  I 
wrote  Hernani.  The  Comedie  Frangaise  at  once  took  up 
the  drama.  It  had  to  be  submitted  to  the  Government. 
I  have  no  favour  to  ask  from  the  present  Ministry,  so  I 
sent  my  drama  to  the  censorship  just  as  it  was,  without 
making  any  demands  or  taking  any  precautions,  though 
not  without  misgiving.  I  remembered  the  asseverations 
of  the  censor  of  Marion  de  LormCy  however,  and  I  tried 
to  persuade  myself,  with  some  difficulty,  that  there  are 
men  who  can  carry  on  a  somewhat  dishonest  trade  in  an 
honest  way. 

This,  however,  is  what  has  happened  since  Hernani 
has  been  submitted  to  the  censors.  Some  verses  of  the 
drama,  partly  travestied,  or  wholly  turned  into  ridicule, 
a  few  quoted  correctly,  but  ingeniously  dovetailed  with 
spurious  ones — bits  of  scenes,  in  fact,  more  or  less  skil- 
fully disfigured  and  outrageously  parodied — have  been 
put  into  circulation. 

Portions  of  the  work  dressed  up  in  this  way  have 
received  the  semi-publicity  which  writers  and  theatres  so 
justly  dread.  The  authors  of  these  underhand  tricks 
have  hardly  taken  the  trouble  to  hide  themselves ;  they 
have  done  it  in  broad  daylight,  and  have  simply  selected 
the  newspapers  as  the  medium  of  their  discreet  con- 
fidences. They  have  gone  further.  Not  content  with 
prostituting  the  piece  to  their  papers,  they  are  now 
engaged  in  prostituting  it  to  their  salons. 

I  hear  on  all  sides  (and  the  matter  has  attained  a 
public  notoriety  to  which  I  can  bear  witness)  that 
spurious  copies  of  Hernani  have  been  made,  that  the 
whole  drama,  or  part  of  it,  has  been  read  in  many 
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places,  and  especially  in  the  house  of  a  head  clerk  in 
M.  de  Corbiere's  department. 
Now  all  this  is  very  serious. 

It  is  needless  to  point  out  the  effect  which  such  pro- 
ceedings are  intended  to  produce  by  their  authors,  on  a 
drama  the  fate  of  which  is  settled  in  a  couple  of  hours, 
and  often  without  appeal. 

Now,  from  what  source  do  those  practices  proceed? 
From  what  copy  of  Hernani  can  all  these  parodies,  these 
spurious  versions,  these  fraudulent  copies,  these  surrepti- 
tious readings,  have  been  made  ?  I  draw  the  Minister's 
special  attention  to  this. 

There  are  only  two  copies  of  Hernani  in  existence 
besides  the  one  in  my  house.  One  has  been  lodged  at 
the  theatre  ;  that  is  the  one  used  every  day  for  rehearsals. 
As  soon  as  the  rehearsal  is  over,  the  manuscript  is  put 
under  lock  and  key.  No  one  can  have  access  to  it.  The 
secretary  of  the  Comedie  Franqaise^  to  whom  the  greatest 
care  is  enjoined  as  soon  as  the  piece  is  received,  is  under 
the  strictest  obligation  to  keep  it  secret.  The  other 
manuscript  is  in  the  censor's  office. 

Now  pirated  copies  are  being  circulated.  Where  can 
they  come  from?  I  ask  once  more.  From  the  theatre, 
whose  hopes  they  would  blight,  whose  interests  they 
would  ruin,  where  the  greatest  caution  is  observed,  where 
the  thing  is  an  impossibility, — or  from  the  censors  ? 

The  censorship  has  one  manuscript  at  its  disposal,  a 
manuscript  with  which  it  can  do  what  it  likes.  The 
censorship  is  my  literary  and  political  enemy.  It  has 
the  privilege  of  being  dishonest  and  disloyal.  I  impeach 
the  censorship. 
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I  beg  his  Excellency  to  accept  the  assurance  of  the 
profound  respect  with  which  I  am  his  most  obedient, 
humble  servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  M.  Paul  Lacroix. 

2'Jth  February  1830,  midnight} 

Thank  you  a  thousand  times,  my  dear  good  friend. 
I  see  your  kind  heart  in  all  you  do  for  me.  I  wish  you 
had  been  at  the  theatre  to-night.  You  would  have 
laughed.  The  classic  cabal  wanted  to  bite;  and  did  bite, 
but,  thanks  to  our  friends,  it  broke  its  teeth.  The  third 
act  got  some  rough  treatment,  which  it  will  receive  for 
some  time  to  come,  but  the  fourth  act  silenced  opposition, 
and  the  fifth  went  admirably — better  even  than  the  first 
time.  Mile.  Mars  surpassed  herself  She  was  recalled, 
cheered,  and  overwhelmed  with  applause.  She  was 
enchanted. 

I  think  we  are  all  right  now.  The  receipts  of  the  two 
first  nights  amounted  to  nine  thousand  francs,  which  is 
unprecedented  at  this  theatre.  But  we  must  not  rest  on 
our  laurels.  The  enemy  is  on  the  alert.  The  third  per- 
formance must  discourage  them,  if  possible.  Therefore, 
in  the  name  of  our  cherished  literary  freedom,  summon 
the  whole  clan  of  brave  and  faithful  friends  for  Monday. 
I  look  to  you  to  help  me  in  pulling  out  this  last  tooth 

^  On  returning  from  the  second  performance  of  Hernani. 
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of  the  old  classic  Pegasus.  To  the  rescue,  and 
advance ! 

I  am  besieged  by  publishers.  Please  send  M. 
Fournier  to  me.  Or  what  do  you  think  of  this  ?  Every- 
body advises  me  not  to  negotiate  myself,  as  I  am  so 
weak  and  easy-going  in  money  matters,  but  to  select  a 
friend  to  discuss  terms  with  the  publishers.  Would  it 
be  troubling  you  too  much,  my  dear  friend,  to  ask  you 
to  do  me  this  service  ?  Would  you  have  the  time  for  it  ? 
Above  all,  do  you  think  it  should  be  done  without  me  ? 
Give  me  your  best  advice  on  the  matter. 

Tell  your  good  brother  that  I  count  on  him  for 
Monday,  although  Hernani  must  bore  him  terribly.  The 
great  cause  is  at  stake,  and  not  myself  personally. — 
Yours  most  affectionately, 

Victor  Hugo. 
My  respectful  compliments  to  Mme.  Lacroix. 


To  Baron  Taylor. 

\oth  March^  midnight 

If  you  have  any  trace  of  passes  of  mine  finding  their 
way  into  improper  hands,  give  me  a  clue ;  you  will  be 
rendering  me  a  service  as  well  as  the  theatre. 

I  count  on  your  box  for  Monday.  Do  not  forget 
that  this  is  as  important  to  the  theatre  as  to  myself. 
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I  \  th  March  1830. 

This  evening's  performance  ^  has  been  warmly 
defended  and  applauded,  my  dear  Taylor,  owing  to  the 
decision  I  had  to  take  not  to  diminish  the  number  of  my 
tickets.  I  must  see  you  about  this.  The  actors  are 
unanimous  in  thinking  that  it  would  be  highly  imprudent 
to  cut  down  my  free  passes.  Bear  in  mind  that  it  is 
always  the  same  friends  who  come,  and  that  consequently 
no  harm  can  be  done  to  the  receipts,  which  always  keep 
above  4000  francs,  in  spite  of  all  opposition,  which  is 
excellent.  So  do  try  to  come  and  talk  it  all  over  with 
me.  I  would  go  to  see  you,  but  I  have  endless  engage- 
ments which  detain  me  at  home  every  day  up  to  six 
o'clock.  For  the  rest,  until  I  see  you,  you  agree  to  my 
continuing  to  take  the  same  steps  as  I  have  done  for 
the  previous  performances,  do  you  not  ? — Your  friend, 

V.  H. 


To  Armand  Carrel. 

\^th  March  1830. 

I  had  been  at  work  up  to  five  o'clock  this  morning, 
and  was  fast  asleep  when  M.  Armand  Carrel  called.  I 
am  very  sorry  that  I  was  not  woke  up,  not  for  M.  Carrel's 
sake,  but  for  my  own.  I  am  alike  too  morose  and  too 
shy  for  anyone  to  be  very  desirous  of  knowing  me,  or 

^  Of  Hemani. 
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to  be  very  anxious  to  know  other  people  myself.  These 
opportunities,  however,  of  meeting  my  fellow-men,  which 
I  am  inclined  to  avoid  from  love  of  solitude  and  natural 
melancholy,  I  have  always  wished  for  in  M.  Carrel's 
case.  I  do  not  see  why  I  should  not  admit  this  here, 
whatever  advantage  the  admission  may  give  him  over 
me.  All  that  I  know  of  him,  whether  from  his  works  or 
his  friends,  his  stern  and  vigorous  type  of  ability  and 
character,  his  honourable  and  courageous  career,  his  early 
conflicts  with  political  tribunals,  everything  down  to  the 
one  occasion  on  which  I  conversed  with  him  at  Rabbe's 
house,  and  when,  as  I  was  told,  I  had  the  misfortune  to 
offend  him,  animated  as  we  both  were  at  the  time  by 
very  different  political  enthusiasm, — all  this  has  long 
inspired  me  with  one  of  those  warm  sympathies  in  favour 
of  M.  Carrel  which  as  a  rule,  sooner  or  later,  ripen  into 
friendship. 

And  after  all,  far  apart  as  we  may  seem  to  each 
other  at  the  present  moment,  there  is  perhaps  a  greater 
analogy  between  us  than  M.  Carrel  himself  is  aware  of. 
I  was  struggling  while  he  was  struggling ;  while  he  was 
breasting  the  political  current  I  was  breasting  the  literary 
current.  We  have  both  been  outlaws,  so  to  speak,  at  the 
same  time.  Only,  his  case  was  more  serious  than  mine, 
and  consequently  of  a  much  finer  type.  I  have  been 
proscribed  by  the  Academy  only. 

For  eight  years,  however,  I  have  been  bearing  the 
burden  and  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  have  pursued  my  task 
without  being  diverted  from  it  by  personal  defence  of 
myself  against  the  thousand  and  one  attacks  which  have 
rained  upon  me  day  by  day.    In  an  age  when  everything 
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is  done  by  salons  and  newspapers,  I  began  and  continued 
my  career  without  a  single  salon  or  newspaper.  My  life 
has  been  one  of  solitude,  of  conscientious  devotion  to  my 
art.  And  I  would  draw  M.  Carrel's  special  attention  to 
this :  born  to  a  large  fortune  under  the  Empire,  both 
Empire  and  fortune  have  failed  me.  At  the  age  of 
twenty  I  found  myself  a  married  man,  a  father  of  a 
family,  with  no  resource  but  my  labour,  and  living  from 
hand  to  mouth  like  a  workman,  while  Ferdinand  vii. 
had  sequestrated  and  was  spending  my  property.  Now 
from  that  time — and  the  fact  is  perhaps  unusual  enough 
for  me  to  be  proud  of  it — having  been  obliged  to  live  by 
my  pen  and  to  support  my  family  with  it,  I  have  kept 
it  free  from  all  speculative  transactions,  from  all  mercantile 
engagements.  I  have  done  literary  work  more  or  less 
well,  but  never  literary  speculation.  A  poor  man,  I  have 
cultivated  art  like  a  rich  man,  for  its  own  sake,  thinking 
more  of  the  future  than  of  the  present.  Forced  by  hard 
times  to  make  a  business  of  writing,  I  can  truly  say  that 
business  considerations  have  never  impaired  the  value  of 
my  work. 

This  is  what  I  should  have  said  (at  greater  length, 
and  because  a  man  of  his  stamp  is  worth  the  trouble)  to 
M.  Armand  Carrel  if  I  had  had  the  honour  of  seeing 
him.  He  is,  moreover,  the  only  man  to  whom  I  have, 
as  it  were,  opened  the  door  of  my  inner  life,  and  I  beg 
him,  whatever  may  be  his  opinion  of  this  letter,  to  treat 
it  as  confidential. 

As  for  Hernani^  we  have  got  far  beyond  it  now — far 
above  it,  as  it  seems  to  me.  I  care  much  more  for  what 
M.  Carrel  says  on  the  subject  than  for  what  appears  in 
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the  National.  I  know  that  newspapers  can  do  material 
service  or  injury,  but  my  livelihood  is  assured  for  the 
next  eighteen  months,  and  consequently  I  care  little  for 
the  material  aspect  of  the  question.  I  am  not  sorry,  by 
the  way,  that  I  did  not  see  M.  Armand  Carrel,  as  he  has 
still  an  article  to  write.  I  should  not  have  liked  him  to 
suspect  me  of  wishing  to  influence  him,  and  I  hope  he 
has  not  had  any  idea  of  this.  Later  on,  if  he  wishes  it, 
I  will  go  and  see  him,  and,  whatever  his  article  may  be 
like,  shake  him  by  the  hand.  Whatever  his  article  may 
be  like,  I  repeat,  for  I  shall  always  be  very  grateful  to 
him  for  it.  If  it  is  severe,  its  frankness  will  please  me ; 
if  favourable,  nothing  could  be  of  greater  value  to  me, 
for  the  good  opinion  of  a  superior  man  arms  one  with 
fresh  strength  and  courage  against  mediocrities. 

Victor  Hugo. 


Sir, — I  have  only  seen  to-day  by  chance  your 
article  of  yesterday  about  me. 

I  neither  ordered  nor  commanded  the  Journal  des 
D^bats  to  insert  my  answer  to  M.  Z.  A  letter  which  I 
have  just  written  to  M.  Z.,  and  which  that  witty  writer 
will  doubtless  hasten  to  make  public,  will  sufficiently  clear 
up  this  point. 

As  for  the  answer  itself,  this  is  what  I  have  to  say  to 
you.  I  did  not  confine  myself  to  quoting,  as  you  assert, 
two  discredited  odes  of  J.  B.  [Rousseau].  The  extracts 
I  made  from  that  poet  are  taken  from  nine  of  his  poems 
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(seven  odes  and  two  cantatas),  the  majority  of  which 
those  most  admired  by  the  classicists,  especially  the  ode  to 
the  Count  du  Luc ;  you  declare  that  not  one  of  these  ex- 
tracts is  to  be  found  among  Rousseau's  ^uvres  choisies : 
the  only  volume  I  have  of  this  poet  is  his  ^uvres  choisies^ 
and  from  it  I  took  all  my  quotations. 

I  did  not,  however,  expect  to  be  accused  of  admiration 
for  J.  B.  Rousseau  by  the  classicists.  One  must  get 
accustomed  to  everything,  and  I  confess  this  is  a  matter 
of  indifference  to  me.  I  only  quoted  Rousseau  to  M. 
Z.  because  he  quoted  him  himself;  in  the  same  way,  I 
quoted  Horace  and  Virgil  against  him  because  he  had 
appealed  to  these  admirable  poets.  It  seemed  to  me 
piquant  to  fight  him  with  his  own  weapons. 

You  accuse  me  of  having  said  /  was  pressed  for  time^ 
because,  according  to  you,  three  months  had  elapsed 
between  the  date  of  M.  Hoffman's  article  and  my 
reply.  You  are  mistaken.  M.  Hoffman's  article 
appeared  six  weeks  ago,  on  the  14th  of  June.  I  was 
absent  from  Paris  then,  and  did  not  return  till  the  19th. 
On  the  2 1st  of  June  my  letter  was  in  the  hands  of  M.  Z. 
You  see,  it  is  not  my  fault  that  it  was  not  published 
sooner.  It  had  been  in  the  office  of  the  Debats  for  five 
weeks.  I  was  therefore  not  wrong  in  saying  /  was 
pressed  for  time^  as  this  letter  of  four  columns  was  com- 
posed in  a  few  hours. 
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To  Messrs.  Abel  Desjardins,  Lacan,  Duberthier, 
DOUDEAU,  Mechain,  Law  Students. 

With  the  greatest  pleasure,  gentlemen, — all  young 
hearts  are  generous.  They  must  decide  between  me 
and  my  enemies.  I  place  myself  unreservedly  in  your 
hands. 

Victor  Hugo. 

2nd  Gallery.  Entrance  by  the  small  door  next  to 

Mme.   Chevet's   house,  between 
Fxve  places.  ^^^^ 


To  Charles  Nodier. 

2Zth  July  1830,  morning. 

God  has  just  sent  me  a  great  blessing,  dear  Nodier : 
my  wife  was  safely  delivered  last  night  of  a  fat,  chubby- 
cheeked,  healthy  daughter.  You  must  share  in  this  joy, 
as  I  wish  to  share  in  all  yours. 

Inform  Mme.  Nodier  of  our  happiness,  and  tell  Mile. 
Marie  that  she  has  a  little  sister. 

Farewell,  my  friend ;  I  hope  to  see  you  soon.  I  am 
delighted  with  my  little  daughter.  Here  at  last  is  a 
work  of  mine  which  has  a  prospect  of  life. 

Victor. 


227 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


To  Charles  Nodier. 

\th  August  [1830  ?],^ 

Thank  you  a  thousand  times,  my  dear  friend.  We 
are  quite  quiet ;  all  is  going  on  well  at  present,  and  will, 
I  hope,  continue  to  do  so.  The  population  of  Paris  is 
behaving  admirably,  but  something  must  soon  be 
organised. 

Give  my  love  to  all  around  you. — Yours  ever, 

Victor  H. 


To  M.  Adolphe  de  Saint-Valry. 

Paris,  yth  August  1830. 

Thanks,  my  dear  friend,  for  your  kind  and  friendly 
letter.  That  is  how  we  ought  always  to  write  to  each 
other,  and  love  each  other.  Between  old  friends  like  us 
there  should  be  no  coquetry,  but  a  good,  solid,  cordial 
affection.  We  received  the  kindest  treatment  from  your 
good  mother.  She  offered  to  take  us  all  in,  but  it  would 
not  have  been  right  for  me  to  accept  her  hospitality,  and 
so  I  declined  it.  We  were  a  whole  houseful — three 
children,  two  servants,  and  my  wife  near  her  confinement. 
This  was  too  large  a  party,  and  it  was  only  reasonable 
we  should  go  to  the  inn.  And  then,  your  little  town  of 
Montfort-l'Amaury  is  such  a  curious  place  that  I  am 

*  After  the  July  Revolution. 
228 


TO  VARIOUS  PERSONS 


really  not  sure  (this  is  between  ourselves,  and  jokingly) 
whether  I  should  not  have  somewhat  compromised  your 
good  mother  in  my  double  character  of  political  and 
literary  Liberal.  Are  you  aware  that  these  good  folk 
are  still  in  their  royalist  honeymoon  of  1815,  and  that 
when  they  have  called  So-and-So  a  Liberal  they  have 
employed  their  worst  term  of  abuse,  and  have  exhausted 
their  indignation?  Imagine  what  they  would  have 
thought  of  me,  interrupting  their  embraces  and  their 
congratulations  on  the  Polignac  decrees  by  saying  to 
them,  "  Paris  has  upset  the  coups-d' etat  maker  ;  Polignac 
is  done  for,  even  the  Bourbons  have  disappeared !  and 
both  Minister  and  dynasty,  the  one  culpable  and  the 
other  blind,  only  get  their  deserts  ! "  it  would  have  been 
falling  among  them  like  a  Paris  bomb,  a  tricolor  flag, 
or  a  red  cap.  I  am  not  quite  sure  if  I  ought  not  to 
have  been  under  some  apprehension ;  I  was  told  in  a 
whisper  not  to  speak — to  be  prudent.  It  was  laughable. 
You  understand  now  that,  if  I  had  stayed  with  your 
mother,  she  would  have  been  lost  for  ever  in  the  good 
opinion  of  the  little  royalist  society  of  Montfort.  At  all 
events,  I  only  compromised  the  inn.  Perhaps  it  will  lose 
its  sign  of  the  fleur  de  lys. 

We  are  now  back  here,  my  dear  friend,  satisfied  but 
uneasy ;  thinking,  however,  of  you,  and  loving  you  always, 
with  faith  in  the  future  and  in  you. 

Victor. 
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To  Monsieur  Alphonse  de  Lamartine,  at  his 
country-seat  of  Saint-Pointy  near  Macon. 

Paris,  jth  September  1830. 

Between  your  letter  and  my  reply,  my  dear  friend, 
has  come  a  Revolution.  On  the  28th  of  July,  just  as  I 
was  going  to  write  to  you,  the  cannonade  made  me  drop 
my  pen.  Since  then,  in  this  vortex  which  surrounds  us 
and  makes  us  giddy,  it  has  been  impossible  to  devote  a 
thought  to  poetry  or  friendship.  The  fever  attacks 
everyone,  and  you  cannot  defend  yourself  against 
outside  impressions ;  the  contagion  is  in  the  air.  It 
infects  you  in  spite  of  yourself:  art,  poetry,  the  stage, 
disappear  at  such  a  moment.  The  Chambers,  the 
country,  the  nation,  absorb  everything.  Politics  becomes 
one's  life. 

However,  when  once  this  earthquake  has  gone  by, 
I  am  convinced  we  shall  find  our  poetical  edifice  standing, 
and  all  the  stronger  for  the  shocks  which  it  will  have 
withstood.  Our  cause  is  also  one  of  liberty;  it  is  a 
revolution  too :  it  will  advance  unharmed  side  by  side 
with  its  political  sister.  Revolutions,  like  wolves,  do  not 
prey  on  each  other. 

Your  letter  delighted  me.  It  is  good,  nice,  cordial 
prose,  but  now  I  expect  the  poetry.  Do  not  forget  that 
you  promised  to  send  it  me. 

Farewell.  Where  are  you  ?  What  are  you  doing  ? 
When  are  you  coming  back  ?  I  had  my  own  domestic 
anxieties  in  the  middle  of  the  social  revolution.  My 
wife's  confinement  took  place  while  the  bullets  were 
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shattering  the  slates  on  our  roof.  She  was  safely- 
delivered,  and  I  am  now  the  father  of  four  children. 

They  are  all  flourishing.  One  day  they  will  all  love 
and  admire  you  as  I  do. 

Victor  Hugo. 
My  compliments  to  Mme.  de  Lamartine. 


To  Victor  Pavie. 

ijth  September  1830. 

Thank  you  for  your  kind  letter,  my  dear  Pavie.  I 
am  glad  to  hear  you  are  well,  that  you  found  your  kind 
father  and  brother  in  good  health,  and  that  you  still 
think  of  me  a  little  amid  all  the  excitement  of  the 
holidays.  What  you  say  about  those  lines  goes  to  my 
heart.  I  wrote  them  with  the  intention  that  you  should 
feel  them  in  that  way.  Tell  our  friend  Theodore  [Pavie] 
that  he  has  a  share  of  your  vivid  and  fine  imagination. 
What  I  read  of  his  in  the  Feuilleton  delighted  me. 

My  wife  got  over  her  confinement  capitally:  just 
after  the  shooting  and  cannonading  was  over  she 
presented  me  with  a  little  girl  with  a  tiny  mouth  ;  Sainte- 
Beuve  is  to  be  godfather ;  we  are  going  to  call  her  Adele, 
and  she  is  to  be  baptized  on  Sunday.  We  shall  drink 
your  health. 

I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  Notre- Dame.  I  fill 
sheet  after  sheet,  and  the  subject  grows  and  lengthens 
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before  me  to  such  an  extent  that  I  am  not  sure  whether 
my  manuscript  will  not  reach  the  level  of  the  towers. 

As  for  Marion  de  Lorme^  I  am  waiting  till  the  theatre 
is  reorganised,  and  I  much  hope  you  will  then  be  in 
Paris.  You  know  that  your  applause  sweetens  my 
success,  if  there  is  any  success  in  the  case. 

My  love  to  you  and  yours. 

Victor. 


To  M.  Froidefond  des  Forges,  Commanding  the 
\th  Battalion  of  the  ist  Legion  of  the  National 
Guard  in  Paris, 

Paris,  Tth  October  1830. 

My  dear  Commander  and  Comrade, — The  letter 
you  have  been  good  enough  to  write  to  me  surprises  me 
very  much. 

The  principle  which  regulates  promotion  in  the 
National  Guards  is  election. 

The  power  of  the  general-in-command  himself  is 
subject  to  election,  and  ought,  in  my  opinion,  to  have 
been  submitted  to  the  legions  for  their  satisfaction. 

I  was  appointed,  by  the  free  choice  of  my  fellow- 
citizens  of  the  1st  Legion,  sub-lieutenant  assistant 
secretary  to  the  council  of  discipline. 

You  announced  my  appointment  yourself,  in  presence 
of  all  the  electors  who  had  just  voted. 

I  am  therefore  sub-lieutenant  assistant  secretary  to 
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the  council  of  discipline  by  the  paramount  fact  of 
election. 

The  rank  and  the  office  are  inseparable.  They  are 
derived  from  the  same  source ;  they  possess  the  same  value. 

Your  letter  of  to-day,  however,  informs  me  that  I  am 
still  secretary  to  the  council,  but  have  ceased  to  be  an 
officer,  and  that  this  is  in  consequence  of  a  decision  of 
the  general-in-command. 

There  must  be  some  mistake  here — either  deception 
of  the  general-in-command,  or  a  usurpation  of  authority 
which  cannot  have  proceeded  from  the  oldest  and  most 
illustrious  champion  of  liberty. 

No  decision,  even  of  the  general-in-command,  even 
of  the  King,  can  invalidate  an  election. 

An  election  is  sacred,  incontestable,  paramount. 
Election  being  the  actual  source  of  all  power,  cannot 
depend  on  anyone. 

Whether  it  be  the  sergeant's  stripes  or  the  colonel's 
epaulets,  every  grade  in  the  National  Guards  is  of  equal 
intrinsic  value.  All  start  from  the  same  principle.  All 
should  be  prized  alike  by  the  citizens  who  receive  them. 
They  cannot  allow  the  slightest  discredit  to  be  inflicted 
on  the  commission  conferred  on  them  by  their  fellow- 
citizens.  It  is  a  trust  which  they  hold  from  election, 
and  which  they  can  only  return  to  election,  but  intact 
and  uninjured. 

These  are  high-sounding  principles  about  a  small  affair. 
But  in  these  days  everything  forms  one  consistent  whole. 
The  crown  of  a  king,  the  epaulet  of  a  sub-lieutenant,  are 
derived  from  the  same  authority — that  of  election.  Both 
proceed  from  the  sovereignty  of  the  people. 
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To-day  the  principle  has  been  violated  in  my  person. 
The  choice  of  my  fellow-citizens  has  conferred  on  me  a 
rank  and  an  office.  No  power  on  earth  can  divide  the 
commission  and  keep  the  rank  while  dropping  the  office. 

A  law  must  be  passed  to  meet  the  case.  We  will 
all  discuss  the  basis  of  it.  In  the  meanwhile  let  us  keep 
to  the  strict  principle. 

I  maintain  that  I  am  inviolably  clothed  with  the 
rank  which  you  yourself  announced  that  I  was  invested 
with,  and  which  the  decision  you  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  communicate  to  me  claims  to  take  away.  This 
decision  is  null  and  void,  in  fact  and  in  law. 

I  protest  against  it,  and  I  beg  you  to  be  so  good  as 
to  have  it  promptly  revoked  by  the  general-in-command. 
Publicity  given  to  a  fact  of  this  kind  might  lead  to 
untoward  results. 

I  am  convinced  that  our  illustrious  general  will  be 
grateful  to  me  for  this  protest.  It  proves  my  boundless 
confidence  in  his  loyalty  to  principle.  In  calling  his 
attention  to-day  to  a  decision  which  has  been  snatched 
from  him,  in  resisting  it,  if  need  be,  with  all  my  strength, 
I  am  acting  as  he  would  act  in  my  place.  I  am  proving 
myself,  so  far  as  in  my  power  lies,  his  pupil.  To  uphold 
the  rights  of  all  is  the  duty  of  each  of  us. 

I  beg  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  submit  this  letter  to 
the  general-in-command. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  my  dear  commander  and 
comrade,  with  sincere  regard,  your  obedient  servant, 

Victor  Hugo, 

Sub-lieutenant  Assistant  Secretary 
to  the  Council  of  Discipline. 
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To  Madame  Benjamin  Constant. 

Ztk  November  1830. 

Dear  Madame, — Your  private  misfortune  is  a 
public  calamity.  Your  loss  is  ours  as  well.  Permit  me 
to  tell  you  that  at  the  funeral  of  this  illustrious  man 
to-morrow  there  will  be  one  deeply  afflicted  heart  among 
the  people  which  w^ill  mourn  for  him.  This  heart  will  be 
mine,  madame.  I  have  seen  but  too  little  of  M.  Benjamin 
Constant.  Still,  I  think  I  may  say  that  I  loved  him. 
His  was  one  of  those  great  minds  which  fill  so  large  a 
space  in  a  century,  that  all,  even  those  most  lost  in  the 
crowd,  cannot  help  often  admiring  its  grandeur  and 
continually  studying  its  proportions. 

Pardon  me,  madame,  for  intruding  on  your  grief. 
Amid  the  chorus  of  great  voices  which  will  be  raised  to 
glorify  him  and  console  you,  one  voice  more,  an  obscure 
voice,  a  voice  from  the  crowd,  is  of  small  account  for  you 
and  for  him.  But  I  wanted  something  of  my  sorrow  to 
reach  yours.  And  then,  I  am  not  one  of  those  who 
presume  to  console  you,  madame.  This  calamity  con- 
cerns us  all  so  much  that  I  should  need  consolation 
myself. 

There  is  one  thing,  however,  which,  though  it 
cannot  console  you,  may  help  to  assuage  your  grief 
by  enlarging  it  if  possible,  and  that  is  the  thought 
that  in  France,  in  Europe,  in  the  whole  world,  every 
enlightened  mind  will  mourn  for  Benjamin  Constant 
with  you.  He  leaves  two  widows  behind  him,  you  and 
France. 
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I  have  the  honour  to  be,  madame,  with  deep  respect, 
your  very  humble  servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


1831 

To  Mlle.  Mars,  Rue  Saint-Lazare. 

6th  January  1 831. 

I  have  received  a  letter  from  Paul,  madame,  in  which 
he  communicates  to  me  the  conversation  he  had  the 
honour  of  having  with  you  yesterday  on  the  subject  of 
Marion  de  Lorme.  I  hasten  to  send  you  the  explanation 
which  he  thought  you  desired.  I  have  but  one  wish, 
madame,  and  that  is,  to  see  you  in  the  part  of  Marion  de 
Lorme.  You  gave  such  an  admirable  interpretation  of 
the  part  of  Dona  Sol  that  I  cannot  help  often  thinking 
how  much  you  would  make  of  Marion.  Besides,  you 
were  so  good  to  me  that  it  is  a  pleasure  to  me  to  think 
that  I  can  show  you  some  gratitude  by  placing  at  your 
disposal  the  part  which  you  have  the  kindness  to  wish 
for.  I  will  keep  it  for  you,  then,  and  I  may  tell  you  that 
I  have  refused  all  proposals  from  other  quarters. 

I  still  hope,  therefore,  to  see  you  in  the  part  of 
Marion.  But  as  you  know,  madame,  the  obstacles  which 
stopped  me  still  exist,  at  least  those  relating  to  the 
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present  composition  of  the  administration  of  the  theatre 
and  to  its  position,  I  am  led  to  hope  that  they  will  soon 
disappear,  that  is  to  say,  that  the  company  will  be 
dissolved  and  the  theatre  offered  to  the  public.  In  that 
case,  madame,  I  shall  hasten  to  apply  to  you,  if  you  are 
still  willing  to  assist  me. 

I  hope  to  go  and  see  you  very  soon.  The  first  visit 
I  pay  will  be  to  you.  Just  now  I  am  finishing  some 
very  urgent  work.  Permit  me  in  the  meantime  to  kiss 
your  hand  and  to  offer  you  my  tribute  of  respect  and 
admiration. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  M.  Victor  Pavie,  6o  or  64  Rue  Saint-Andrd- 
des-Arcs. 

2^th  February  1831. 

You  are  right,  my  dear  friend — perfectly  right.  I 
never  thought  of  managing  a  theatre,  but  only  of  having 
one  of  my  own,  I  do  not  want  to  be  the  manager  of  a 
company  of  actors,  but  the  proprietor  of  an  establishment, 
the  master  of  a  studio  in  which  art  could  be  turned  out 
on  a  grand  scale,  with  everybody,  manager  and  actors, 
under  me,  and  at  a  distance  from  me.  I  want  to  be 
able  to  mould  and  remould  the  clay  to  my  own  liking, 
to  melt  and  remelt  the  wax,  and,  to  do  this,  the  clay  and 
the  wax  must  both  belong  to  me.  Besides,  there  will  be 
somebody  to  administer  and  manage  on  my  behalf.  I 
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shall  only  write  the  plays,  and,  once  the  machine  is 
started,  shall  perhaps  go  off  and  write  them  on  the  Lake 
of  Como,  or  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine,  or  in  your  house. 
In  this  way  I  should  be  even  less  mixed  up  with  theatrical 
matters  than  if  I  remained  an  outside  author.  What 
contaminates  a  poet  is  all  the  worries  of  the  greenroom. 
You  can  understand  that  there  can  be  none  of  these 
worries  for  the  master.  Besides,  shall  I  ever  have  a 
theatre,  and  is  not  all  this  a  mere  dream  ? 

But  set  your  mind  at  rest ;  come  and  see  me ;  I  will 
finish  this  letter  with  a  talk.  I  cannot  tell  you  how 
greatly  yours  has  touched  me.  I  would  not  wound  so 
noble  and  tender  a  friendship  for  anything  in  the  world, 
even  if  my  friend  were  wrong ;  but  in  this  instance  he  is 
right.  I  am,  and  always  was,  of  the  same  opinion  as 
you.  My  real  nature  does  not  alter ;  you  know  1  am 
a  synthetic  man,  and  in  consequence  full  of  prejudices. 

Treat  this  letter  as  quite  confidential  for  a  thousand 
reasons,  and  come  and  see  me.  I  have  a  favour  to  ask 
of  you. 

Ex  imo  corde.  V.  H. 


To  Mademoiselle  Mars,  64  Rue  Saint-Lazare. 

Tuesday,  i  oth  March  1 8  3 1 . 

Madam, — Every  day  I  wish  to  go  and  see  you,  and 
every  day  my  time  is  taken  up  by  a  crowd  of  engage- 
ments.   But  I  really  want  to  talk  to  you,  to  give  you 
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a  number  of  explanations  to  which  you  will  listen  with 
your  usual  charming  kindness,  to  convey  to  you  many 
regrets  which  you  will  have  no  difficulty  in  believing. 
You  have  been  good  enough  to  call  on  me  twice.  I 
was  very  sorry  not  to  have  been  at  home.  You  would 
have  seen  that  I  am  in  no  way  to  blame  for  the  decision 
I  was  obliged  to  take,  to  withdraw  Marion  de  Lorme  once 
and  for  all  from  the  Theatre  Fj-angais.  You  know  that 
the  Ministry  has  had  the  hardihood  to  re-establish  the 
censorship ;  the  authors  were  obliged  to  bind  themselves 
not  to  give  any  play  to  the  censured  theatres  ;  the  TJUdtre 
Frangais  was  in  this  category.  I  adhered,  as  in  duty 
bound,  to  the  authors'  agreement.  The  Porte-Saint- 
Maj'tin  offered  to  act  my  play,  and  to  fight  the  censor- 
ship as  much  as  I  liked.  I  informed  Taylor  of  this,  in 
accordance  with  my  promise,  by  communicating  to  him 
the  conditions  to  which  M.  Crosnier  was  willing  to 
subscribe ;  I  told  him  that  I  would  give  the  preference 
to  the  Theatre  Frangais  on  the  same  terms.  I  asked 
him  to  let  you  and  the  committee  know  of  it,  and  I 
promised  him  that  I  would  wait  for  four-and-twenty 
hours  before  signing  anything.  I  heard  nothing  more 
from  him,  although  I  waited  three  days  instead  of  four- 
and-twenty  hours,  and  finally,  no  answer  being  forth- 
coming, I  signed.  Another  consideration  of  a  most 
imperious  nature  influenced  my  decision.  I  received 
information  that  my  subject  had  been  purloined  from 
me,  and  that  two  Marion  de  Lorme,  in  prose,  had  already 
been  offered  to  two  theatres.  (I  am  assured  at  this  very 
moment  that  one  of  these  pieces  has  lately  been  read  at  the 
Thddtre  Frangais^    There  was  therefore  not  a  moment 
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to  lose.  The  Thidtre  Francais  being  under  prohibi- 
tion, owing  to  the  censorship  business,  your  action  against 
the  members,  the  well-nigh  certainty  (admitted  by  Taylor 
himself,  and  confirmed  since  by  the  steps  taken  by  the 
TJiedti'e  Frangais  to  secure  Mme.  Dorval)  that  you  would 
not  act  any  more,  the  necessity  in  any  event  of  waiting 
for  an  indefinite  time,  during  which  my  subject  would 
have  been  stolen  from  me  and  the  bloom  taken  off  my 
piece  by  other  theatres, — all  this  made  me  decide  for  the 
Porte-Saint- Mar  tin.  I  hear  to-day  that  you  would  have 
been  able  to  act  for  me.  I  am  truly  sorry.  I  am  also 
told  that  you  are  kind  enough  to  somewhat  regret  the 
loss  of  the  part  which  I  thought  you  filled  so  admirably. 
That  is  almost  a  consolation.  It  is  equivalent  to  a  hope 
that  you  will  not  refuse  the  next  part  which  I  shall  be 
delighted  to  offer  you.  In  the  meanwhile,  madam,  for- 
give me  if  you  think  there  is  anything  to  forgive  me 
for.  Write  me  a  line  to  say  that  you  will  not  be  too 
angry  with  me,  and  that  you  will  permit  me  to  work 
once  more  for  you.  Above  all,  pity  me,  and  keep  some 
friendship  for  me  in  return  for  my  unbounded  admiration 
and  profound  devotion. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Madame  Menessier  Nodier,  at  Metz, 

Sunday^  ^th  September  1831. 
You  are  really  too  kind,  madame ;  and  so  is  Charles. 
An  article  from  Charles  on  Marion  would  be  more  than 
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a  distinction  for  me — it  would  be  a  piece  of  good  fortune. 
My  poor  play  has  been  strangely  flattered  and  daubed 
by  the  critics.  It  wants  a  hand  like  that  of  my  friend 
and  your  father  to  clean  it  up  a  little. 

It  would  also  be  very  kind  of  him  to  let  the  Temps 
know  that  he  is  writing  his  article  on  Marion  in  book 
form,  if  such  a  thing  exists.  I  am  ashamed  of  giving 
him  this  trouble  in  addition  to  that  which  he  is  already 
taking  for  me ;  but  his  influence  with  the  Temps ^  as  in 
every  other  quarter,  should  have  more  credit  and  authority 
than  any  other,  and  especially  than  mine. 

There  are  so  many  glaring  printer's  errors  in  the  first 
edition  of  Marion  that  I  do  not  like  to  lend  it  you  in 
this  state.  The  publisher,  it  appears,  is  preparing  a 
second  edition ;  I  hope  to  offer  you  a  copy,  if  there  are 
not  so  many  typographical  enormities,  and  especially  if 
the  paper  is  not  so  hideous.  Up  to  the  present  Maj^ion 
has  been  clothed  in  common  shop  paper.  The  book 
looks  as  if  it  had  come  from  the  grocer's.  It  is  true 
that  it  is  bound  to  return  there. 

Do  not  go  away  yet,  madame,  I  beg  of  you.  Let  me 
at  least  have  the  happiness  of  spending  an  hour  or  two 
with  you. 

My  respectful  compliments  to  Mme.  Nodier,  and  my 
love  to  Charles. — Your  respectful  and  devoted  friend, 

Victor. 

My  wife  sends  you  her  best  love. 
I  hate  Metz  ! 


241 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


To  King  Joseph. 

Paris,  6th  September  1831. 

Sire,  —  Your  letter  has  touched  me  deeply.  I 
cannot  adequately  express  my  thanks  to  your  Majesty. 

I  have  not  forgotten,  Sire,  that  my  father  was  your 
friend.  This  was  the  word  he  used  himself.  I  was 
filled  with  gratitude  and  joy  in  seeing  it  come  from  your 
Majesty's  pen. 

I  have  seen  M.  Poinnet.  He  gave  me  the  impression 
of  being  a  man  of  real  distinction.  You,  however,  Sire, 
are,  and  always  have  been,  a  good  judge.  I  talked 
with  him  openly.  He  will  tell  you  of  my  hopes,  of  my 
wishes,  of  all  my  thoughts.  I  believe  that  the  future 
contains  events  of  an  unfailing,  calculable,  necessary  kind, 
which  destiny  would  bring  to  pass  of  itself;  but  it  is 
sometimes  good  that  the  hand  of  man  should  aid  the 
force  of  things  a  little.  Providence  is  generally  slow- 
footed.    One  can  hasten  its  steps. 

It  is  because  I  am  devoted  to  France,  to  liberty, 
that  I  believe  in  the  future  of  your  royal  nephew.^  He 
can  be  of  great  service  to  his  country.  If  he  were  to 
give,  as  I  do  not  doubt  he  would,  the  guarantees  required 
by  the  ideas  of  emancipation,  of  progress,  and  of  liberty, 
no  one  would  rally  to  this  new  order  of  things  more 
cordially  and  more  zealously  than  I,  and  with  me,  Sire — I 
can  answer  for  it — all  the  rising  generation  in  France, 
which  venerates  the  name  of  the  Emperor,  and  on  which, 
obscure  as  I  am,  I  perhaps  have  some  influence. 

^  The  Duke  of  Reichstadt. 
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It  is  on  the  rising  generation  that  we  must  rely,  Sire. 
The  old  adherents  of  the  Empire  have  been  ungrateful, 
or  are  worn  out.  The  rising  generation  is  everything 
now  in  France.  It  bears  in  its  bosom  the  future  of  the 
country — and  it  knows  it. 

I  shall  receive  with  gratitude  the  valuable  documents 
which  your  Majesty  intends  sending  me  by  M.  Presles. 
I  think  your  Majesty  can  do  an  immense  deal  for  the 
son  of  the  Emperor. 

I  know  that  your  Majesty  has  always  been  a  lover  of 
letters,  and  has  cultivated  them  with  such  success  as  to 
shed  lustre  even  on  a  throne.  Your  approval,  therefore, 
so  enlightened  and  so  kindly,  is  in  every  way  a  distinc- 
tion for  me.  Permit  me  then,  Sire,  to  offer  your  Majesty, 
as  a  personal  compliment,  a  copy  of  my  last  work.  As 
M.  Poinnet  is  leaving  to-morrow,  I  have  no  time  to 
present  it  in  a  form  more  worthy  of  your  Majesty.  I 
hope  you  will  read  it  with  indulgence.  You  will  see  in  it, 
as  in  all  my  other  works,  the  name  of  the  Emperor.  I 
always  allude  to  him,  because  he  is  always  in  my  mind. 
If  your  Majesty  has  honoured  me  by  reading  what  I  have 
hitherto  written,  you  will  have  noticed  that  in  each  of 
my  works  my  admiration  for  your  illustrious  brother  has 
grown  deeper  and  deeper,  more  and  more  heartfelt,  more 
and  more  free  from  the  royalist  alloy  of  my  early  days. 

Count  on  me.  Sire ;  the  little  I  can  I  will  do  for  the 
heir  of  the  greatest  name  in  the  world.  I  think  he  can 
save  France.  I  will  say  it,  I  will  write  it,  and,  please  God, 
I  will  print  it. 

What  you  have  done  for  my  father  and  for  my 
family  will  never  be  forgotten  by  me.    In  raising  the 
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name  of  Napoleon  as  high  as  I  am  able,  in  defending  it 
as  a  loyal  soldier  against  every  attack,  against  every 
insult,  I  have  the  twofold  task  of  discharging  a  duty  and 
paying  a  debt. 

I  am,  with  deep  respect,  your  Majesty's  most  humble 
servant, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  M.  Cordellier-Delanoue. 

Sunday^  2ytk  September  [1831]. 

It  is  I,  my  dear  good  friend,  who  at  once  abandon 
the  idea  of  Louis  X  VI.} — at  anyrate,  until  after  the  per- 
formance oi  Strafford,  You  may  depend  on  this.  There, 
my  dear  friend,  the  pleasure  which  I  feel  in  making  this 
sacrifice  for  you  outweighs  the  sacrifice,  if  there  is  any 
sacrifice  in  it. 

If  I  can  hit  upon  any  other  contrivance,  such  as 
mentioning  Bonaparte  at  the  very  beginning  of  the  play, 
and  giving  up  the  effect  of  the  name  thrown  in  at  the  end, 
I  will  submit  it  to  you  as  between  friends,  ut  decet.  And 
in  any  case,  I  repeat,  Louis  XVI,  will  only  be  performed 
when  you  wish,  and  not  at  all  if  you  so  desire  it. 

I  now  remember  perfectly  well  that  you  told  me 
about  your  idea,  and  I  agree  that  mine  has  a  great 

^  At  that  time  Victor  Hugo  had  entertained  the  idea  of  writing  a 
play  in  which  he  would  have  confronted  Bonaparte  with  Louis  xvi., 
as  M.  Cordellier-Delanoue  had  done  with  Cromwell  and  Charles  i. 
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resemblance  to  it.  You  have  a  prior  right,  then.  It  is 
the  first  time,  I  can  honestly  say,  that  I  detect  myself  in 
the  very  act  of  plagiarism.  This  distresses  me.  Is  it 
possible  that  the  Archbishop  of  Granada  is  already 
departing  from  his  high  principles  ? 

Besides,  your  line  is  sublime,  and  contains  an  idea 
which  is  the  finest  of  all,  and  which  I  have  not — 

.  .  .  Charles  premier,  je  me  nomme  Cromwell. 

There  is  nothing  so  grand  as  this  in  my  piece.  Bonaparte 
does  not  say  the  line  to  Louis  XVI.,  and  Bonaparte  is  not 
the  regicide  of  Louis  XVI. 

My  warmest  thanks  for  your  kind  and  generous 
letter.  I  do  not  wish  Strafford  X.o  lose  a  hair  of  his  head, 
nor  a  single  line,  and  I  am  looking  forward  to  applaud- 
ing it  before  long  with  all  the  power  of  my  hands  and 
my  lungs. — Yours  fraternally, 

Victor. 


To  M.  Cordellier-Delanoue. 

30//^  September  [  1 8  3 1  ]. 

I  thank  you,  my  dear  Delanoue,  for  your  generous 
and  warm-hearted  letter,  as  one  of  the  most  valued  proofs 
of  friendship  that  you  could  give  me  ;  but  I  stick  to  my 
guns.  Louis  XVI.  must  come  after  Strafford.  What 
I  wrote  to  you,  what  I  told  you,  was  not  a  mere  compli- 
ment, but  sincerely  meant.  I  had  quite  made  up  my 
mind,  and  when  I  received  your  letter  I  had  already 
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abandoned  Louis  XVI .  for  a  fresh  victim.  Go  on  with 
Strafford^  then,  my  friend !  I  am  as  fond  of  it  as  I  am 
of  you.  What  comes  from  your  heart  will  always 
appeal  to  mine. 

Victor. 


1832 

To  Baron  Taylor. 

Thursday^  Jth  September. 

I  am  going  away,  my  dear  Taylor,  the  day  after 
to-morrow,  Saturday,  at  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  ;  I 
shall  return  to  Paris  on  purpose  for  the  reading  of  the 
piece ;  ^  but  as  I  shall  be  obliged  to  return  to  Bievre  ^  at 
six  o'clock  for  dinner,  and  as  the  journey  takes  three 
hours,  the  reading  must  be  over  by  three  o'clock  at  latest^ 
and  consequently  it  must  begin  at  latest  at  half-past  ten. 

I  shall  be  glad,  therefore,  if  you  will  call  the 
meeting  for  ten  o'clock  that  day.  I  shall  be  obliged 
myself  to  get  up  at  six  o'clock ;  it  is  hard  work,  but  I 
must  do  it.  You  will  find  on  the  opposite  page  a  sketch 
of  the  distribution  of  parts.  I  shall  need  your  kind 
advice  on  this,  and  it  would  be  very  good  of  you  to  come 
and  see  me  about  it  for  a  few  moments,  either  to-morrow 

^  Le  Roi  s  Amuse.  ^  Les  Roches,  M.  Bertin's  house. 
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or  the  day  after,  before  twelve.  You  know  what  com- 
plete confidence  I  have  in  you. 

Does  Mile.  Mars  accept  ?  Does  Monrose  wish  for  a 
part  ?  In  case  Mile.  Mars  fails  me,  which  do  you 
advise  me  to  take — Mile.  Anais  or  Mile.  Brocard  ?  I 
should  like  to  talk  to  you  also  about  Desmousseaux, 
whom  I  like  and  esteem,  and  for  whom  I  will  write  a 
good  part  before  long.  You  see,  I  have  endless  things 
to  say  to  you,  apart  from  our  talk  as  friends. 

Victor. 

It  is  very  desirable  that  M.  Ciceri  and  the  costume 
designer  should  be  at  the  theatre  on  the  day  of  the 
reading,  so  that  I  can  speak  to  them. 

PROPOSED  DISTRIBUTION  OF  PARTS. 


Francois  ici"  . 

Triboulet 

Blanche 

M.  DE  Saint-Vallier 

Saltabadil 

Maguelonne  . 

Clement  Marot  . 

M.  de  Pienne 

M.  de  Pardaillan  {page) 

m.  de  cosse  . 

Mme.  de  Cosse 

m.  de  gordes 

M.  DE  Vic 

M.  DE  LA  Tour  Landry 

MM.     DE  MONTCHENU,1 

DE  Brion,  and  de  \ 
Montmorency  j 

Dame  Berarde 

A  Woman  of  thr  People 

A  Doctor 


.  M.  BOCAGE. 

,  M.  Ligier. 

.  Mlle.  Mars  or  AnaYs. 

.  M.  JOANNY. 

.  M.  Monrose  or  Beauvallet. 

.  Mlle.  Dupont. 

.  M.  Samson 

.  M.  Geffroy. 

,  Mme.  Menjaud. 

.  M.  Duparay. 

.  Mme.  Masson. 

.  M.  Marius. 

.  M.  Bouciiet. 

.  M.  Mirecour. 

[  M.  Regnier. 

J  M.  Albert. 

I  M.  MONTLAUR. 

.  Mme.  Tousez. 

.  Mlle.  Petit. 

.  M.  Dumilatre. 


Victor  Hugo. 
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You  see,  I  need  your  advice  for  these  secondary  parts, 
which,  however,  can  be  distributed  later  without  any 
inconvenience. 


To  Mlle.  Louise  Bertin. 

Monday,  22nd  October  1832. 

Mademoiselle, — Will  you  allow  me  to  add  a  third 
scrawl  to  the  two  frightful  ones  that  I  am  sending  you  ? 
Didine  and  Charlie  have  scribbled  to  their  hearts'  content, 
as  you  see ;  and  I  ask  forgiveness  for  them  as  well  as 
for  myself. 

We  received  your  kind  and  delightful  letter  this 
morning.  Didine  begged  me  to  read  it  aloud,  which  I 
did,  to  the  general  satisfaction  of  my  tribe  of  little  ones. 
My  wife  was  moved  to  tears  by  the  nice  affectionate  way 
in  which  you  write  to  the  poor  children.  I  assure  you 
all  our  time  is  spent  in  regretting  Les  Roches^  when  I  am 
not  in  Saltabadil's  and  Maguelonne's  cave.  At  every 
hour  of  the  day  we  are  reminded  of  something  pleasant 
that  we  did  when  we  were  with  you.  Ligier  told  me 
yesterday  at  the  rehearsal^  that  I  was  reconstructing 
the  French  stage ;  I  would  far  rather  build  a  theatre  of 
cards  with  you. 

The  weather  is  fine,  and  I  am  glad  to  think  that  the 
autumn  rains  have  not  prevented  M.  Bertin  from  enjoying 
his  walks  in  the  beautiful  garden  of  Les  Roches,  Mind 

^  Of  Le  Roi  s  Amuse. 
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you  tell  him  as  well  as  Mme.  Bertin  how  devoted  I  am 
to  you  all. 

You  do  not  mention  Edward,  who  I  hope  is  working 
like  a  horse,  and  who  is  very  lucky  in  not  being  obliged 
to  have  his  landscapes  acted.  Give  him  my  kind 
remembrances,  please. 

My  wife  tells  me  specially  to  beg  you  not  to  work 
too  hard,  and  to  think  a  great  deal  of  us.  I  need  not 
recur  to  my  deep  and  respectful  attachment  to  you. 

I  will  have  a  search  made  for  your  knife,  but  Didine 
declares  she  is  sure  she  did  not  carry  it  off  with  her.  I 
think  you  will  find  it  in  some  forgotten  corner  of  the 
paint-box. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

Paris,  -^oth  October  1832. 

In  spite  of  your  prohibition,  mademoiselle,  I  am 
writing  to  you  again :  you  must  allow  me  to  add  a  few 
words  to  the  style  and  spelling  of  my  chicks.  I  am 
sure  I  don't  know  where  Antoni  ^  would  look  for  the 
naif  in  art  if  these  letters  did  not  delight  him.  They 
delight  me^  I  assure  you ;  I  give  the  children  a  free 
rein,  and  the  two  little  rogues  write  you  everything 
that  comes  into  their  heads.  I  must  ask  you  to  forgive 
them. 

^  Antoni  Deschamps. 
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I  must  also  ask  your  pardon  on  my  own  account 
for  having  taken  the  Hberty  of  sending  you  a  printed 
composition  of  mine  recently.  I  have  ventured  to 
present  you  with  your  libretto^  in  three  volumes,  and 
on  China  paper.  There  are  a  few  new  pages  in  it  here 
and  there,  for  which  I  ask  your  indulgence  in  case  you 
read  them. 

You  must  really  pity  me,  in  the  first  place,  and  a 
great  deal,  for  having  left  Les  Roches^  then  a  little  for 
having  been  for  a  week  in  all  the  hateful  confusion  of  a 
move,  carried  out  by  the  aid  of  one  of  those  so-called 
convenient  machines  which  helped  so  many  poor  wretches 
to  move  in  a  body  to  their  last  home  at  the  time  of  the 
cholera.  For  a  whole  week  I  have  been  in  a  chaos, 
nailing  and  hammering  and  looking  like  a  scarecrow. 
It  is  abominable.  Fill  up  the  intervals  of  all  this  with  the 
rehearsals  which  I  am  obliged  to  attend,  and  the  portrait  ^ 
to  be  seen  in  Ingres'  studio,  which  I  want  so  much  to  see, 
and  I  have  not  yet  been  to  see !  Here  are  a  lot  of  sees 
in  the  same  sentence.  But  what  can  you  expect  ?  It  is 
the  style  of  an  upholsterer's  assistant  that  I  am  treating 
you  to  to-day. 

You  can  imagine  how  I  regret  Les  Roches ^  the 
delightful  days,  the  delightful  evenings,  and  the  houses  of 
cards,  and  Jamais  dans  ces  beaux  lieux  and  Phoebus^ 
rheure  appelle. 

My  play  will  be  performed  between  the  1 2th  and 
the   15  th  of  November.     Farewell,  mademoiselle.  I 

^  A  copy  of  Notre-Dame  de  Parisy  the  novel  from  which  the  opera 
of  Esmeralda  was  constructed,  the  music  being-  by  Mile.  Louise 
Bertin. 

2  Of  the  elder  M.  Bertin. 
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know  of  a  good  and  happy  family  for  which  I  have  a 
heartfelt  affection — and  that  is  yours.  I  would  give  the 
rest  of  the  world  for  Les  Roches^  and  the  rest  of  the 
people  in  it  for  your  family.  Farewell  once  more ;  that 
is  not  for  long.    When  will  you  return? 

Your  respectful  and  devoted  collaborateui\ 

Victor. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  "  ConstitutionnelT 

Paris,  26th  November  1832.^ 

Dear  Sir, — I  am  informed  that  some  of  the 
generous  young  students  in  the  schools  and  studios 
intend  going  to  the  TJiedtre  Franqais  this  evening  or 
to-morrow  to  demand  the  performance  of  Le  Roi  s' AmusCy 
and  to  protest  emphatically  against  the  unprecedented  act 
of  arbitrariness  of  which  this  piece  has  been  the  victim. 
I  think,  dear  sir,  that  there  arc  other  ways  of  punishing 
this  illegal  proceeding,  and  I  shall  resort  to  them. 
Permit  me,  therefore,  to  make  use  of  your  paper  for  this 
occasion  to  beg  all  friends  of  liberty,  of  art  and  of 
thought,  to  abstain  from  a  violent  demonstration,  which 
might  perhaps  end  in  the  riot  which  the  Government 
has  so  long  been  trying  to  obtain. 

Accept,  dear  sir,  the  assurance  of  my  distinguished 
consideration. 

Victor  Hugo. 

*  Le  Rot  s  Amuse  had  been  prohibited  on  the  23rd  of  November  the 
day  after  the  first  performance. 

251 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

2'jth  November  \%12, 

Mademoiselle, — Whatever  may  be  the  unfortunate 
political  and  literary  disputes  that  have  arisen,  and  in 
which  I  have  the  consolation  of  not  having  been  once  in 
the  wrong,^  I  trust  you  have  not  doubted  me  for  one 
moment.  You  know  that  I  am  thoroughly  devoted  to 
you,  mademoiselle,  to  your  good  father  (whom  I  love  as 
if  he  were  my  own,  and  who,  I  am  sure,  is  more  grieved 
than  I  am  at  the  unprecedented  event  which  has  befallen 
me),  and  to  all  who  are  dear  to  you.  This  occurrence 
will  ever  have  the  happy  result  in  my  eyes  of  convincing 
you  that  the  relations  which  I  have  been  proud  and 
happy  to  enter  into  with  you,  whose  fine  character  and 
high  talents  I  admire  so  much,  have  been  inspired  solely 
by  disinterested  feelings  of  personal  attachment.  Pray 
tell  your  kind  parents  not  to  stand  on  ceremony  with 
me  in  any  way,  not  to  think  themselves  bound  to  lay 
any  restraint  on  the  literary  or  political  controversies 
which  they  may  deem  necessary  to  start  against  me  in 
the  new  position  in  which  my  enemies  of  every  description 
have  placed  me ;  that  I  shall  always  be  anxious  to 
comply  with  your  smallest  wish,  whatever  may  happen  ; 
and  that  I  shall  never  give  up  the  work  on  which  we 
are  both  engaged,^  unless  it  be  you  who,  in  your  own 
interests,  think  fit  to  repudiate  an  association  which 
entails  such  disturbance. 

1  The  lawsuit  about  Le  Roi  s' Amuse, 

2  La  Esmeralda, 
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You  know  me,  Mademoiselle  Louise,  and  I  am  sure 
you  have  already  said  all  this  to  yourself ;  I  am  con- 
vinced that  you  rely  implicitly  on  me.  Answer  for  me, 
then,  I  beg  you.  I  will  go  and  see  you.  I  will  ask  for 
your  commands,  as  in  the  past.  I  will  place  all  my 
leisure  time  at  your  disposal ;  I  will  also  ask  you  to  pity 
me  a  little — me,  a  quiet  serious  man — for  being  thus 
violently  uprooted  from  all  my  habits,  and  for  having  to 
sustain  a  political  as  well  as  a  literary  conflict. 

Where  are  our  happy  days  at  Les  Roches} — Yours, 
with  the  deepest  respect  and  devotion, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Monsieur  Eugene  Renduel. 

{December  1832.] 

I  saw  Carrel  last  night;  everything  is  arranged. 
He  has  been  most  kind.  I  will  tell  you  all  the  details. 
Sainte-Beuve  can  write  the  article  as  he  likes,  and  take  it 
to-day  with  the  extract  from  the  preface.  Carrel  will 
put  it  all  in.  Carrel  wants,  besides,  a  long  political 
article  on  the  case  one  of  these  days.  You  know  that 
Odilon  Barrot  will  be  my  counsel :  come  and  see  me. 

Here  are  a  few  lines  for  the  Journal  des  D^bats^  written 
last  night  for  me  by  one  of  my  friends.  The  letters  are 
too  large,  and  would  look  ridiculous.  You  had  better 
have  it  copied  out  again  and  take  it  at  once. — Yours 
most  sincerely, 

Victor  H. 
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To  M.  Merim^E,  Secretary  to  M.  le  Comte  d'Argout. 

\^December  1832.] 

From  what  you  have  done  me  the  honour  of  writing^ 
to  me,  it  appears  that  you  had  nothing  whatever  to  do 
with  the  influences  which  determined  the  Government  to 
illegally  suspend  my  play.  In  a  case  of  this  kind,  the 
word  of  one  man  of  honour  is  sufficient  for  another.  I 
hasten,  therefore,  to  assure  you  that  everything  relating 
to  you  personally  in  the  circumstance,  which  I  have 
rather  hinted  at  than  related,  without  mentioning  any 
name  whatever,  disappears  of  itself  in  face  of  your 
protest. 

My  own  loyalty,  in  fact,  imposes  on  me  the  duty  of 
leaving  no  slur  on  yours.  My  case  is  of  a  general 
nature,  from  which  nothing  should  make  me  swerve,  and 
not  a  personal  one,  and  I  am  anxious  not  to  put  myself 
in  any  way  in  the  wrong  throughout. 

I  hope  that  my  conduct  on  this  occasion  will  prove 
to  you  that  nothing,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  lessens 
the  reciprocal  esteem  to  which  you  allude. 

V.  H. 


To  Monsieur  le  Baron  Taylor. 

"^rd  December  [1832]. 

All  that  has  happened,  my  dear  Taylor,  is  not  your 
fault,  nor  that  of  the  Comedie,  I  know.     I  shall,  however, 
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be  obliged  to  bring  an  action  for  damages  against  the 
Theatre  Frangais^  because,  unfortunately,  this  is  the  only- 
way  of  effecting  a  political  impeachment  of  the  Ministry. 
But  I  still  remain  your  friend.  Odilon  Barrot  will  be 
my  counsel ;  the  case  will  create  a  great  sensation,  but  I 
should  not  like  anything  to  be  said  which  might  injure 
or  compromise  you  personally.  I  felt  I  must  come  to 
an  understanding  with  you  about  this.  I  put  myself  in 
your  place,  and  I  think  it  is  my  duty,  as  a  friend  and  an 
honest  man,  to  treat  you  as  I  should  wish  you  to  treat 
me  if  I  were  in  your  place  and  you  in  mine.  A  loyal 
war  to  the  knife  on  the  Government,  but  all  possible 
consideration  consistent  with  the  necessities  of  the  cause 
for  you,  Taylor,  whom  I  like  and  esteem.  So  come  and 
breakfast  with  me  to-morrow  morning,  if  you  can.  I 
will  wait  for  you  till  eleven  d clock. 

You  will  receive  with  this  note  your  copy  of  Le  Roi 
s  Amuse  and  of  Notre- Dame  de  Paris. — Yours  sincerely, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

Sunday  evenings  2gth  [1832]. 

Just  now,  mademoiselle,  my  Didine  remarked  sadly 
that  we  were  with  you  a  week  ago.  Having  said  which, 
she  set  to  work  to  write  to  you,  and  so  did  I,  with  the 
result  that  our  two  letters,  written  together,  will  reach 
you  together,  inspired  with  the  same  thought. 
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You  know,  do  you  not,  that  you  are  always  in  our 
minds  and  always  loved  ?  There  are  four  little  children 
here  who  often  talk  of  you,  and  their  father  who  thinks 
of  you  still  oftener. 

The  last  of  the  fine  weather  has  departed.  Mud 
and  winter  are  with  us  again.  Paris  is  not  cheerful. 
You  have  the  sky  and  the  dead  leaves.  That  is  better 
than  the  Rue  Saint- Honor^  and  its  crowd  of  carts. 

We  hope  Mme.  Bertin  is  improving  steadily.  This 
was  the  whole  subject  of  our  conversation  at  dinner  to-day. 

Scold  me,  I  have  not  seen  Duponchel  yet.  On  the 
other  hand,  I  have  seen  Vedel — and  that  rhymes.  I 
daresay  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to  you,  but  I  am 
bringing  a  proces  against  the  Fi^anc^ais.  That  rhymes 
too.    But  I  could  not  help  it. 

The  best  thing  I  could  do  would  be  to  go  to  Les 
Roches  and  have  a  talk  with  your  good  father,  with  you, 
with  Edward,  and  walk  to  the  foot  of  your  beautiful 
hills,  and  forget  all  about  sheriffs'  officers,  tribunals  of 
commerce,  and  the  Bourse — that  pretty,  stupid  temple 
dotted  about  with  stockbrokers. 

But  destiny  impels  me.  I  am  furious  with  the 
Comedie  Francaise^  and  must  relieve  my  feelings  by  a 
lawsuit.  The  extraordinary  thing  is,  that  it  seems  I  am 
sure  to  win  with  heavy  damages  and  interest,  which  the 
Government  will  have  to  pay,  according  to  what  the 
members  of  the  Comi^die  say. 

Excuse  all  this  gossip.  This  stupid  lawsuit  is  the 
only  bit  of  news  I  have  for  you.  We  have  talked  of 
nothing  else  at  home  for  the  last  week,  and  I  pass  on 
some  of  my  ennui  to  you. 

256 


TO  VARIOUS  PERSONS 


Permit  me  to  add  to  it  the  fresh  assurance  of  an  old, 
deep,  respectful,  and  devoted  attachment. 

Victor  H. 


1833 

To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

I  5  th  February  1833. 

Mademoiselle,  —  Here  are  two  copies  of  the 
scenario  for  you  at  last — one  for  you  and  one  for  M. 
V^ron.i 

I  thought  you  might  want  to  refer  to  this  detailed 
plan. 

I  am  still  undecided  about  the  last  scene.  It  is  only 
a  trifle,  and  yet,  I  assure  you,  it  is  very  difficult  to  hit  on 
anything  which  is  not  either  wholly  unconnected  with 
the  poem  or  flat  and  commonplace. 

From  what  you  told  me  the  other  night,  I  agree 
with  you  about  the  apotheosis,  and  I  give  up  the  sky 
altogether. 

I  wanted  to  bring  you  this  parcel  myself  yesterday 
evening.  But  my  wife  took  me  by  divine  right  to 
Bertrand  et  Ratoriy  which  bored  us  in  a  prodigious  and 
surprising  manner. 

^  Manager  of  the  opera. 
257 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


With  the  scenario  I  send  the  manuscript,  and  the 
scraps  of  paper  it  contained. 

Good-bye  for  the  present,  mademoiselle. 


To  King  Joseph. 

Paris,  27 th  February  1833. 

Sire, — I  take  the  first  safe  opportunity  of  replying 
to  your  letter.  M.  Presles,  who  is  leaving  for  London, 
has  consented  to  take  this  letter  to  your  Majesty.  Allow 
me.  Sire,  to  treat  you  always  as  a  sovereign.  Nothing, 
in  my  opinion,  can  unmake  the  kings  made  by  Napoleon. 
No  mortal  hand  can  remove  the  august  mark  which  that 
great  man  has  set  upon  your  brow.  I  was  deeply 
touched  by  the  sympathy  your  Majesty  showed  me  on 
the  occasion  of  my  lawsuit  about  Le  Roi  Amuse.  You 
love  liberty.  Sire;  therefore  liberty  loves  you.  Permit 
me  to  enclose  with  this  letter  a  copy  of  the  speech  I 
delivered  at  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce.  I  am  very 
anxious  you  should  read  a  correct  report  of  it,  instead  of 
the  inaccurate  one  in  the  newspapers.  I  should  be  very 
glad.  Sire,  to  go  to  London  and  press  that  royal  hand 
which  has  so  often  pressed  my  father's.  M.  Presles  will 
explain  to  your  Majesty  the  obstacles  which  at  this 
moment  prevent  me  from  realising  such  a  cherished 
wish ;  they  must  be  of  an  insurmountable  nature  to  stop 
me.  M.  Presles  will  tell  you  something  of  what  I  should 
say  to  you,  Sire,  were  I  fortunate  enough  to  see  you.  I 
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should  have  many  and  varied  things  to  say  to  you.  It 
is  impossible  that  your  family  should  be  without  a  future, 
however  great  the  loss  of  last  year.^  The  name  you 
bear  is  the  greatest  in  history.  True,  we  are  tending 
rather  to  a  republic  than  to  a  monarchy ;  but  to  a 
philosopher  like  you  the  external  form  of  government 
matters  little.  You  have  proved,  Sire,  that  you  could  be 
a  citizen  of  a  republic  with  dignity.  Farewell,  Sire ;  the 
day  when  I  shall  be  permitted  to  press  your  hand  in 
both  of  mine  will  be  one  of  the  happiest  of  my  life.  In 
the  meanwhile  your  letters  make  me  a  proud  and  happy 
man. 

V.  H. 


To  Victor  Pavie. 

Paris,  3 1  st  March  1833. 

I  have  been  intending  to  write  to  you  for  ages,  my 
friend.  It  is  true  that  with  you,  whom  I  love  best,  I 
appear  to  be  forgetful,  careless,  absent,  absorbed  in  my 
own  affairs,  and  yet  I  assure  you  nothing  is  further  from 
the  truth.  For  the  true  friends  that  I  know  I  possess — 
and  you  are  one  of  the  best  and  the  dearest — I  have 
always  a  profound  thought,  unceasing,  tender,  and 
melancholy,  in  which  I  indulge  in  my  hours  of  leisure 
and  reverie.  Thinking  of  an  absent  friend  is  one  of  the 
most  solemn  and  most  tranquillising  pleasures  of  life.  1 

^  The  death  of  the  Roi  de  Rome. 
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do  not  write  often,  because  I  am  lazy  and  almost  blind ; 
and  then,  you  see,  Pavie,  in  friendship  as  in  art,  as  in 
everything  else,  it  often  happens  that  writing  spoils  one's 
thought. 

You,  whose  existence  is  not  torn  from  its  moorings 
by  a  continual  whirlwind ;  you,  who  live  at  Angers  and 
not  in  Paris ;  you,  who  have  no  public  life  which  is 
constantly  upsetting  your  private  life, — you  ought  to  write 
to  me  often,  my  friend,  and  relate  to  me  the  history  of 
your  thought  and  mind  in  long  letters.  It  would  be 
kind  of  you  to  do  it;  the  contemplation  of  your  peace 
and  happiness  would  be  a  rest  to  me. 

By  the  way,  there  was  a  very  remarkable  article  the 
other  day  in  your  Feuilleton  d' Angers^  only  much  too 
favourable  to  me,  signed  E.  R.  Do  you  know  the 
author  of  it  ?  Thank  him  for  me.  If  I  knew  where  to 
write,  I  should  like  to  do  it  myself. 

Write  to  me  fully,  my  dear  Pavie.  Tell  me 
about  yourself,  your  good  father,  your  brother,  if  you 
have  any  news  of  him.  Tell  me  how  life  has  gone 
with  you. 

When  are  you  coming  to  Paris  ? 

I  love  and  embrace  you. 

Victor  H. 


260 


TO  VARIOUS  PERSONS 


To  Monsieur  Jouslin  de  la  Salle,  Royal 
Commissioner  at  the  Theatre  Franqais. 

2\st  March  1833. 

Sir, — Allow  me  to  introduce  and  recommend  M. 
Esquiros  to  you,  the  young  author  of  a  tragedy  called 
James  Douglas.  The  Theatre  Franqais  appears  to  me 
to  be  especially  instituted  for  the  encouragement  of 
young  authors  in  the  paths  of  poetry  and  art.  M. 
Esquiros  is  one  of  those  who  deserve  to  have  the  way 
made  smooth  for  them.  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear,  sir,  that 
he  has  met  with  a  favourable  reception  from  you. 

Pray  accept  the  assurance  of  my  distinguished 
consideration. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  M.  Harel,  Manager  of  the  Porte-Saint- Martin 
Theatre, 

1st  May,  7  A.M. 

Sir, — On  returning  home  yesterday  at  midnight  1 
expected  to  find  a  reply  from  you  to  my  last  letter.  I 
asked  my  wife  if  any  letter  had  come  for  me  ;  from  the 
confused  manner  in  which  she  answered  in  the  negative, 
I  presumed  that  a  letter  had  really  come  from  you,  that 
she  had  opened  it,  and  was  keeping  it  back  from  me.  I 
concluded  from  this  that  the  letter  probably  contained  a 
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decisive  reply  about  the  matter  we  have  in  hand,  and  of 
which  my  wife  unfortunately  has  some  suspicions.  I 
fear  that  you  may  have  fixed  in  this  letter  some  time 
to-day  for  our  meeting.  As  I  am  anxious  not  to  miss 
an  appointment  of  this  kind,  I  lose  no  time  in  informing 
you  that  I  will  be  at  your  house  this  morning  at  nine 
o'clock  precisely,  to  settle  the  place,  the  time,  and  the 
weapons. 

Accept,  sir,  the  assurance  of  my  distinguished  con- 
sideration. 

V.  H. 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

\\th  July  1833. 

Mademoiselle,  —  Here  is  a  letter  from  Poupee,^ 
which  is  more  like  a  cat's  than  a  doll's.  You  will  excuse 
her  when  I  tell  you  that  she  wrote  it  in  bed,  where  she 
has  been  laid  up  for  the  last  few  days  with  a  feverish 
attack.  It  is  this  slight  illness  which  has  prevented 
Poupee  and  me  from  giving  you  news  of  the  Place 
Royale  before. 

I  enclose  the  few  lines  which  you  asked  me  for.  I 
hope  you  have  not  been  inconvenienced  for  the  want  of 
them. 

I  am  still  over  head  and  ears  in  work,  spurred  on  by 
Renduel  on  the  one  side  and  Harel  on  the  other,  who  are 

1  Leopoldine  Hugo. 
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certainly  the  most  tiresome  men  of  business  in  existence. 
I  told  Harel  he  could  not  have  my  play  before  the  ist 
of  September,  and,  in  spite  of  his  lamentations,  incanta- 
tions, and  groans,  I  stuck  to  it.  May  Saint-George  and 
Saint-Martin  help  him  ! 

To-day  is  Sunday,  and  a  glorious  day  at  Les  Roches. 
You  cannot  imagine  how  charming  and  desirable  your 
life  in  the  country,  with  its  poetry  and  music,  appears  to 
us  poor  workers  of  the  Ouartier  Saint-Antoine,  condemned 
to  turn  the  wheel  which  shoots  money  into  the  pocket  of 
a  publisher  and  impresario,  and  not  into  our  own. 

Your  trees  are  splendid,  I  warrant ;  your  valley  is 
admirable;  your  piano  is  full  of  poetry  and  harmony. 
You  are  still  in  the  attractive  stage  of  the  work  which 
we  are  doing  together  ;  but  when  you  get  to  the  theatre 
and  the  greenroom,  you  will  tell  me  what  you  think  of 
my  present  life  as  compared  with  yours.  When  you  have 
got  as  far  as  Veron,  you  shall  give  me  your  opinion  of 
Harel. 

Farewell,  mademoiselle. 

Victor  H. 


To  Victor  Pavie. 

Paris,  2Sth  July  [1833]. 

No  one  understands  me,  then — not  even  you,  Pavie, 
whom  I,  however,  understand  so  well,  you  whose  mind  is 
so  lofty  and  indulgent !    This  is  a  blow  to  me  ! 
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Six  weeks  ago  I  published  an  article  in  VEurope 
litteraire.  Read  the  paragraph  ending  with  Deus 
centi'um  et  locus  reruiUy  and  you  will  see  my  ideas. 
Think  over  them  in  the  meaning  I  give  to  them.  I 
believe  it  will  modify  your  present  opinion  of  me. 

The  theatre  is  a  kind  of  temple,  humanity  is  a  sort 
of  religion.  Meditate  on  this,  Pavie;  it  is  a  piece  of 
great  impiety  or  great  piety :  /  believe  I  am  accomplish- 
ing a  mission. 

I  have  never  committed  more  faults  than  during  this 
year,  and  yet  I  have  never  been  a  better  man.  I  am 
worth  far  more  now  than  in  the  days  of  my  innocence^ 
which  you  regret.  Formerly  I  was  innocent ;  now  I  can 
make  allowances  for  others.  God  knows,  this  is  a  great 
step  in  advance. 

I  have  a  dear  kind  friend  at  my  side,  the  angel  who 
knows  it  too,  whom  you  venerate  as  I  do,  and  who 
forgives  and  loves  me.  To  love  and  forgive  is  not  an 
attribute  of  man,  but  of  God  and  woman. 

You  are  indeed  right  in  saying  that  you. are  my 
friend.    To  whom  else  would  I  write  like  this  ? 

There !  I  see  my  future  course  clearly  before  me, 
and  I  walk  in  faith,  my  eyes  fixed  on  the  goal.  I  may 
fall  on  the  road,  but  I  shall  fall  forwards.  When  I  have 
finished  my  life  and  my  work,  all — faults  and  defects, 
will  and  fatality,  good  and  evil — will  be  judged. 

Go  on  loving  me ;  I  embrace  you. 

V.  H. 
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To  David  d'Angers. 

Paris,  ^rd  August  1833. 

I  have  just  come  back  from  the  country,  my  dear 
David,  and  find  all  the  bronze  treasures  you  have  sent 
me.  It  is  just  like  you.  Always  the  great  artist  and 
the  kind  friend  ! 

Three  weeks  ago  I  wrote  a  short  article  in  P Europe 
litUraire  on  your  affair  with  Thiers.  I  ordered  it  to 
be  sent  to  you.  Has  this  been  done  ?  Yours 
sincerely, 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Alexandre  Dumas, 

2nd  November  [1833]. 

There  is  still  more  to  be  said  against  me,  my  dear 
Dumas,  than  you  can  conjecture  or  imagine.  The 
author  of  the  article  is  one  of  my  friends  ;  it  was  I  who 
helped  to  get  him  on  the  staff  of  the  DSats,  The  article 
was  shown  me  by  M.  Bertin  the  elder  at  Les  Roches  six 
weeks  ago.  This  is  the  evidence  against  me.  I  do  not 
propose  to  tell  you  the  evidence  in  my  favour  ;  I  want 
you  to  do  for  me  what  I  did  for  you  only  a  day  or  two 
ago — that  is,  to  imagine  or  conjecture  it. 

Do  not  forget,  however,  that  you  would  be  the  most 
unjust  and  ungrateful  of  men  if  you  thought  for  a 
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moment  that  I  have  not  behaved  to  you  like  a  good  and 
true  friend  in  this  matter. 

I  do  not  write  more  about  it,  because  on  this  occasion 
it  is  not  I  who  owe  you  an  explanation,  but  you  who 
owe  me  thanks. 

But  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  when  you  come  to 
see  me ;  ten  minutes'  talk  will  explain  matters  better 
than  ten  letters. 

Do  not  believe  of  me  what  I  would  not  believe  of 
you. 

Victor  Hugo. 

P.S. — I  am  keeping  two  stalls  for  you  for  the  first 
performance  of  Marie  Tudor.    Do  you  want  any  more  ? 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

5  th  Decembef^  1833, 

Here  is  Quasimodo's  song,  mademoiselle.  I  have 
made  it  as  cheerful  as  I  could,  but  it  seems  to  me  impos- 
sible for  it  to  be  altogether  playful. 

But  you  will  decide.  Your  musical  perception  must, 
after  all,  be  paramount,  and  my  rhymes  are  the  most 
humble  servants  of  your  notes. 

You  will  see,  too,  that  I  have  scrupulously  followed 
your  injunctions.  It  is  always  a  great  pleasure  to  me 
to  supply  a  subject  for  your  imagination,  a  framework 
for  your  edifice,  and  a  canvas  for  your  embroidery. 
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Here  is  a  piece  of  coarse  cloth ;  cover  it  with  gold 
arabesques — that  is  your  business.  I  am  more  than  ever 
your  most  affectionate  and  devoted  friend, 

Victor  H. 


1834 

To  MONSEIGNEUR  LE  DUC  D'ORLEANS. 

Your  Royal  Highness, — Will  your  Royal  High- 
ness entertain  the  request  of  one  stranger  for  another? 
I  hardly  dare  to  hope  it ;  but  I  shall  feel  I  have  satisfied 
my  conscience  in  making  the  attempt. 

Here  is  a  letter  I  have  just  received.  It  comes  with 
a  number  of  others  applying  for  help  to  me,  a  poor 
useless  poet.  This  one  touched  and  interested  me  more 
than  all.  I  do  not  know  the  writer.  But  if  the  facts 
are  true  (and  the  genuine  tone  of  the  letter  inclines  me 
to  believe  it),  they  are  deserving  of  attention.  It  is  a 
father  who  is  pleading  for  his  son,  an  old  professor 
pleading  for  his  books.  I  send  this  letter  on  to  your 
Royal  Highness. 

Pardon  me  the  liberty  I  am  taking.  We  live  in  times 
when  everyone  publishes  his  ambition,  and  so  I  make 
known  mine.  It  is  confined  to  trying  to  do  a  little  good, 
in  an  obscure  and  humble  fashion,  and  to  help  those 
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who  can  do  it  with  power  and  effect.  Doing  good 
commends  itself  to  your  generous  heart;  it  is  always 
within  the  reach  of  your  large  fortune.  You  belong  to 
the  category  of  those  who  are  both  willing  and  able. 
It  is  perfectly  natural  to  apply  to  you. 


To  MONSEIGNEUR  LE  DUC  d'0rl6aNS. 

Your  Royal  Highness, — I  have  carried  out  your 
Royal  Highness's  charitable  intentions.  Allow  me  to 
forward  the  receipt  of  the  poor  old  man  whom  you  have 
deigned  to  help. 

He  begs  me  to  express  his  unbounded  gratitude  to 
your  Royal  Highness.  Mine  is  equally  deep.  The 
ready  grace  with  which  your  Royal  Highness  received 
my  humble  recommendation  went  to  my  heart.  I  shall 
not  forget  it. 

After  having  carried  the  boon  to  the  suppliant,  I 
am  now  the  bearer  of  his  gratitude  to  the  benefactor. 
This  part  has  a  great  attraction  for  me.  A  mere  on- 
looker in  this  affair,  I  have  been  able  to  see  with  what 
grace  your  Royal  Highness  practises  the  humblest,  as 
it  is  the  greatest,  of  all  virtues — charity.  To-day  your 
Royal  Highness  reaps  the  fruits  of  your  good  action, 
in  the  devotion  of  a  man  in  distress.  You  are  happy ; 
he  is  grateful.  And  I  participate  in  both  feelings 
alike.  I  am  not  less  happy  than  you,  nor  less  grateful 
than  he. 
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To  The  Director  of  the  ''Revue  du  Progres  sociaL" 

1st  June  1834. 

Dear  Sir, — I  have  read  most  attentively  the  Revue 
du  Progres  social^  and  the  statement  of  principles  which 
you  have  been  good  enough  to  communicate  to  me.  All 
enlightened  and  intelligent  men  who  have  studied  the 
past  with  a  view  to  the  future  have  long  had  a  common 
idea  on  the  future  destiny  of  society — an  idea  which,  born 
and  developed  separately  in  each  individual  brain  at  the 
present  moment,  will  some  day,  and  I  hope  before  long, 
culminate  in  one  great  general  undertaking. 

This  undertaking  will  be  the  slow,  peaceful,  and 
logical  formation  of  a  social  order  in  which  the  new 
principles  set  free  by  the  French  Revolution  will  at  last 
find  a  means  of  combining  with  the  eternal  and  primordial 
principles  of  all  civilisation.  Your  Review  and  your  state- 
ment lead  towards  this  grand  goal  by  direct  and  safe 
paths,  the  inclines  of  which  seem  to  me  to  be  carefully 
graduated.  I  agree  with  you  on  almost  every  point, 
and  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Let  us  all  co-operate,  then,  each  in  his  own  sphere 
and  according  to  his  own  particular  law,  in  the  great 
substitution  of  social  for  political  questions.  The  whole 
problem  lies  there.  Let  us  endeavour  to  rally  all  the 
choicer  spirits  to  a  realisable  conception  of  progress, 
and  to  extract  a  superior  party,  bent  on  civilisation, 
from  all  the  inferior  parties  who  do  not  know  what 
they  want. 

I  have  no  doubt  of  your  success.    Truth,  dear  sir, 
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sometimes  has  long  periods  of  gestation,  but  never 
miscarries. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Monsieur  Thiers,  Minister  of  the  Interior. 

Paris,  \^th  June  1834. 

Monsieur  le  Ministre, — At  this  moment  there 
is  a  woman  in  Paris  who  is  dying  of  hunger. 

Her  name  is  Mile.  Mercoeur.  She  has  published 
several  volumes  of  poems ;  this  is  not  the  place  to  speak 
of  their  merit,  and,  besides,  I  do  not  feel  qualified  to  do 
so ;  but  her  name  is  doubtless  known  to  you. 

Five  years  ago,  under  the  Ministry  of  M.  de  Martignac, 
a  literary  pension  of  1 200  francs  was  granted  to  her, 
which  has  been  reduced  to  900  francs^  since  1830. 

Her  mother  lives  with  her,  and  they  have  nothing 
but  this  pension  to  live  on  in  Paris.  They  are  both 
literally  dying  of  hunger. 

You  can  order  an  inquiry  to  be  made. 

In  1823  King  Louis  XVIII.  spontaneously  assigned 
me  a  pension  or  annual  allowance  of  2000  francs  on  the 
funds  of  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior.  In  1832  I  gave 
up  this  pension  of  my  own  free  will. 

At  that  time  your  predecessor,  M.  d'Argout,  informed 
me  that  he  did  not  accept  my  surrender  of  it,  that  he 
would  continue  to  consider  the  money  as  mine,  and  that 
he  would  not  dispose  of  it  in  favour  of  anyone. 
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As  my  renunciation  was  absolute  and  final,  it  was 
no  business  of  mine  to  see  what  the  Minister  would  do 
with  the  pension. 

To-day,  while  admitting  that  I  have  no  claim  what- 
ever on  this  pension,  I  request  you,  in  case  the  Minister 
should  have  persisted  in  his  resolve,  and  should  not  have 
disposed  of  the  fund  to  anyone  else,  to  transfer  it  to 
Mile.  Mercoeur.  If  you  consent  to  this,  I  shall  feel 
doubly  pleased  at  having  given  it  up.  This  pension 
will  be  far  better  bestowed  on  Mile.  Mercoeur  than 
on  me.  The  sum  of  1200  francs,  added  to  what  Mile. 
Mercoeur  already  receives,  will  almost  enable  her  to  live 
with  her  mother.  Give  it  to  her.  Monsieur  le  Ministre ; 
it  will  be  an  act  of  charity.  We  shall  both  be  glad — 
you  for  having  done  it,  and  I  for  having  advised  it. 

Accept,  Monsieur  le  Ministre,  the  assurance  of  my 
distinguished  consideration. 

Victor  Hugo. 


To  Charles  Nodier.^ 

If  I  were  not  buried  in  the  depths  of  a  theatre,  how 
I  should  like,  my  dear  Charles,  to  go  and  shake  you 
by  the  hand,  and  throw  my  cloak  at  your  feet  and 
shout  Hosannah  with  the  rest.  A  glory  has  entered 
the  Academy,  which  is  a  rare  event !  And  so  we  are 
applauding  the  Academy,  which  is  not  less  rare ! 

^  After  his  election  to  the  Academy. 
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I  am  really  delighted  to  see  you  there.  I  am  very 
fond  of  you,  believe  me. 

Victor. 


1835 

To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

Tuesday  mornings  22nd  May  1835. 

Mademoiselle, — Although  Poupee  had  undertaken 
to  give  you  news  of  us  all,  allow  me  to  add  a  word  or 
two  to  her  letter.  My  wife  proposes  dining  with  you 
at  Les  Roches  on  Thursday  evening  at  six  o'clock.  I 
will  come  and  fetch  her  the  next  day  (Friday),  and 
bring  her  back  to  Paris  in  the  evening.  Didine  will 
accompany  her,  and  I  am  thinking  of  bringing  Boulanger 
with  me,  if  your  good  father  will  have  us  both.  I  will 
bring  you  what  you  asked  me  for  for  our  night  scene. 

We  are  greatly  looking  forward  to  this  excursion 
to  Les  Roches,  to  spending  a  day  in  the  hospitable  house 
in  which  we  have  passed  so  many  happy  weeks.  I  hope 
you  will  not  refuse  to  sing  us  something  out  of  Notre- 
Dame,  I,  in  particular,  whose  days  fly  by  in  unremitting 
toil,  shall  greatly  need  a  little  of  your  greenery,  and 
a  great  deal  of  your  music,  to  rest  my  eyes  and  my 
mind. 
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Talking  of  music,  I  am  having  lessons  on  the  piano 
from  Listz  and  Didine.  I  am  beginning  to  play  Jamais 
dans  les  beaux  lieux  satisfactorily  with  one  finger. 

I  cannot  think  why  Poupee  has  not  told  you  of  this 
great  event  in  her  letter. 

Forgive  me,  mademoiselle,  for  telling  you  of  these 
trifles.  If  I  did  not  know  that  you  are  very  busy,  and 
if  I  were  not  afraid  that  you  would  think  yourself  under 
an  obligation  to  answer  my  letters,  I  would  write  to  you 
occasionally.  You  told  me  one  day  you  liked  getting 
all  kinds  of  letters.  I  will  write  you  some ;  this  is  one 
of  them. 

When  I  wish  to  recall  happy  and  well-spent  days 
among  the  happiest  and  best  spent  in  my  life,  I  go  into 
the  drawing-room  and  meditate  for  a  few  moments  in 
front  of  the  little  card -carriage  we  made  together.  It  is 
our  masterpiece,  till  Notre-Dame  appears. 

Farewell,  Mademoiselle  Louise ;  we  shall  meet  on 
Friday.  Tell  your  kind  father  that  I  am  devoted  to  him 
and  to  you,  and  pray  accept  with  your  usual  kindness 
the  respectful  affection  of  your  signor  poeta. 

Victor  H. 


To  Monsieur  Antoine  de  Latour,  Tutor  of 
M,  de  Montpensiei\  at  the  Tuileries. 

Les  Roches,  iZth  October  1835. 
Thank  you  for  your  kind  letter.    I  only  paid  a 
flying  visit  to  Trcport,  quite  obscure  and  lost  in  the 
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crowd.  I  should  have  much  liked  to  shake  you  by  the 
hand,  but  I  should  have  wanted  you  alone,  and  my 
friends  must  be  kind  enough  to  forgive  the  fancies  of 
a  dreamy  unsociable  man.  I  had  fled  from  Paris  at 
the  approach  of  the  July  anniversary.  I  do  not  like 
the  noise  of  the  capital  on  this  occasion.  And  then  I 
thought  I  was  running  away  from  a  fete,  and  it  turned 
out  that  I  had  escaped  a  catastrophe.^  On  the  whole, 
I  was  delighted  with  my  little  trip.  I  prefer  the  spectacle 
of  the  sea  to  that  of  the  Chambers,  and  I  find  the  move- 
ment of  the  ocean  finer  than  the  march  of  events.  Now 
I  am  back  in  Paris,  or  nearly  so.  Come  and  see  me 
when  you  have  time.  In  the  meanwhile  think  of  me 
as  of  a  friend. 

V. 


To  Mademoiselle  Louise  Bertin. 

Paris,  igth  October  1833. 

You  wrote  a  very  charming  letter  to  my  wife, 
mademoiselle,  in  which  I  shared.  It  is  very  nice  of 
you  to  have  liked  those  lines.  That  was  all  I  wished 
for  them.  There  is  so  much  true  and  grand  poetry  in 
you  that  all  that  comes  from  us  must  seem  poor  to  you. 

Here  I  am  finishing  the  volume,^  part  of  which  grew 
among  the  flowers  at  Les  Roches^  and  the  rest  in  the 

^  The  attempt  of  Fieschi  on  the  28th  July  1835. 
2  The  Voix  Intdrieures. 
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crannies  of  the  pavements  of  Paris.  Hence  this  volume 
presents  two  aspects — one  poetic,  which  comes  from  your 
garden ;  and  the  other  political,  which  comes  from  what 
is  trodden  on  by  everybody. 

Be  indulgent  and  kind  to  the  whole.  We  often  talk 
of  you  here,  in  our  evenings,  which  are  already  growing 
long, — of  you,  of  Edward,  and  your  good  and  venerated 
parents.  And  as  soon  as  the  name  Louise  is  mentioned, 
one  is  sure  to  see  four  little  heads  turn  round.  The 
dear  little  souls  are  very  fond  of  you,  and  if  it  were  not 
part  of  their  happiness,  I,  who  am  of  a  jealous  nature, 
should  feel  quite  jealous. 

We  shall  meet  soon,  mademoiselle ;  talk  of  us  some- 
times under  the  falling  leaves  of  your  fine  trees. 

We  love  you  with  unfading  affection.  I  add  to  it 
my  deep  and  sincere  devotion. — Your  respectful  friend, 

Victor  H. 
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ACADEMIE  DES  JEUX  FLORAUX 
1819-1823 

To  Monsieur  Pinaud,  Permanent  Secretary  to  the 
Academie  des  Jeux  Floraux^  Toulouse. 

Paris,  2gth  March  1 819. 

Dear  Sir, — The  flattering  news  you  give  me,  and 
your  still  more  flattering  letter,  have  caused  me  very 
great  pleasure,  which,  however,  would  have  been  still 
greater  if  the  decisions  of  the  Academy  had  been  more 
favourable  to  my  brother.  However  severe  they  must 
have  appeared  to  him,  I  must  do  him  the  justice  to 
acknowledge  that  he  never  complained  of  them  for  one 
moment,  and  that  he  was  the  first  to  recognise  their 
equity ;  he  begs  me,  dear  sir,  to  thank  you  in  his  name 
for  the  encomiums  and  encouragement  which  you  are 
kind  enough  to  bestow  on  him.  His  ode  on  the  Duke 
of  Enghien,  which  he  is  now  endeavouring  to  make 
more  worthy  of  the  Academy,  will  doubtless  prove  to 
you  how  eagerly  he  responds  to  your  request. 

As  for  me,  dear  sir,  I  am  as  much  overcome  by  the 
indulgence  shown  me  by  the  Academy  as  I  am  filled 
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with  gratitude  for  the  signal  proofs  of  it  with  which  I 
have  been  honoured.  Be  so  good  as  to  assure  your 
colleagues  that  I  look  on  their  approbation  rather  as 
an  encouragement  than  as  a  reward,  and  that  in  future 
all  my  efforts  will  be  directed  towards  rendering  myself 
worthy  of  the  glorious  palm -leaves  they  have  been 
pleased  to  award  me,  and  which  I  feel  I  am  still  far 
from  deserving.  If  time  permits  me,  I  shall  try  to 
prove  how  anxious  I  am  to  make  the  two  prize  poems 
as  nearly  perfect  as  possible,  by  scrupulously  assenting 
to  their  criticism.  As  the  opportunity  offers,  I  think 
it  right,  dear  sir,  to  communicate  to  you  the  corrections 
which  I  have  already  been  able  to  make,  or  to  which 
I  think  I  can  show  good  reasons  for  objecting. 

Ode  on  Hemy  IV. 

1st  Strophe. — I  shall  perhaps  be  obliged  to  leave 
the  word  puis " ;  the  only  word  that  I  know  of  to 
replace  it  is  "  ensuite"  and  "  ensuite "  is  very  prosaic. 
The  conjunction  would,  I  think,  unite  the  two 

portions  of  the  sentence  too  closely. 

2nd  Strophe. — The  only  right  version  is  "  Sylla  detrdne 
MaiHus")  a  few  lines  further  on  comes  Mutilait  Vairain 
renverser 

^^rd  Strophe. — For  the  two  verses  objected  to,  one 
might  substitute  these — 

Trajan  domine  encor  les  champs  que  de  Tib^re 
Couvrent  les  temples  abattus. 

And,  as  it  happens,  Trajan's  column  rises  near  the 
site  of  the  Sacrum  Tiberinum  and  the  Via  CaprcBnsis 
{Antiq.  de  la  ville  de  Rome). 
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One  could  get  rid  of  "  souvent,  quand^  dans"  by 
saying — 

Souvent,  dans  les  horreurs  des  discordes  civiles 
Quand  I'effroi  planait  sur  les  villes, 
Aux  cris  des  peuples  r^volt^s,  etc. 

/^th  Strophe. — To  prove  the  fact  in  natural  history, 
which  is  the  basis  of  the  comparison  objected  to,  I 
extract  the  following  from  the  1 2th  note  to  M.  Plumier's 
Observations  Zoologiques. 

He  (M.  Lemonnier)  again  states  as  a  fact  what  some  contemporary 
naturalists  have  regarded  merely  as  an  effort  of  his  imagination. 
According  to  him,  the  tiger  of  the  deserts  of  the  Sahara  and  of  Beria, 
not  satisfied  ivith  having  devoured  its  victims,  vents  his  fury  Ofi  the 
shado-w  of  their  skeletons.  To  this  it  was  thoughtlessly  objected  that  as 
the  shadow  of  a  body  cannot  present  any  appearance  of  life,  it  is  as 
absurd  to  imagine  a  tiger  falling  upon  a  shadow  as  on  a  stone  or  the 
trunk  of  a  tree.  The  son  of  the  celebrated  Borda,  a  traveller  who  can 
be  trusted,  confirms  our  naturalist's  assertion,  not  only  from  what  he 
has  observed  himself,  but  by  a  reflexion,  simple  and  yet  profound,  as 
it  had  hitherto  escaped  the  notice  of  other  savans.  "I  have  seen," 
says  M.  de  Borda,  "African  tigers  brought  to  Damascus  and  shut  up 
in  the  vast  arena  at  Magid-Patar,  devouring  with  revolting  ferocity 
oxen  and  hyenas  that  had  been  given  to  them  alive,  and,  having  satisfied 
their  first  hunger,  spending  whole  days  in  watching  the  shadow  of  the 
fleshless  skeletons  of  these  animals.  It  is  probable  that  the  play  of  the 
shadow  gave  in  the  eyes  of  the  tigers  a  semblance  of  life  to  what  had  lost 
all  semblance  of  bodily  shape.    This  explains,  "  etc.,  etc. 

I  hope,  dear  sir,  to  have  the  honour  of  sending  you 
the  remaining  corrections  with  my  brother's  ode  on  the 
Duke  of  Enghien. 

I  am  obliged  to  you,  dear  sir,  for  having  been  so 
good  as  to  acquaint  me  with  the  fate  of  the  Derniers 
Bardes  and  the  Canadienne.  In  obtaining  the  honour 
of  a  reading,  these  two  compositions  obtain  even  more 
than  I  expected  of  them. 
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You  beg  me,  dear  sir,  to  decide  at  once  between 
the  flowers  or  their  pecuniary  value.  I  prefer  the  flowers  ; 
they  will  always  remind  me  of  the  indulgence  of  the 
Academy,  which,  in  awarding  the  prize  to  me,  no  doubt 
thought  more  of  my  extreme  youthfulness  than  of  my 
slender  capacity. 

Accept,  dear  sir,  the  expression  of  the  very  deep 
gratitude  and  respect  with  which  I  have  the  honour  to 
remain,  your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 


Paris,  ^th  April  1 8 1 9. 

Dear  Sir, — I  have  the  honour  to  send  you  such 
of  the  corrections  pointed  out  as  I  am  now  able  to  accept. 
The  passages  which  I  have  not  been  able  to  change 
are  few  in  number,  and  I  venture  to  hope  that  if  I  have 
not  complied  with  the  Academy  on  some  points,  it  is 
not  for  lack  of  goodwill  or  readiness  to  be  taught. 
Their  indulgence  has  been  too  great ;  the  marks  of  it 
have  been  too  flattering  for  me  not  to  have  exerted  all 
my  feeble  abilities  to  make  myself  worthy  both  of  the 
one  and  the  other. 

I  do  not  flatter  myself  that  I  have  been  equally 
successful  in  every  point.  But  I  must  confess,  and  you 
perhaps  will  not  be  surprised  at  it,  dear  sir,  that  it  has 
given  me  more  trouble  to  touch  up  these  odes  than  to 
compose  them.  That  is  the  chief  reason  why  I  am 
doubtful  of  the  success  of  my  work.    When  I  hesitated 
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between  two  versions,  I  thought  it  right  to  submit  them 
both  for  the  decision  of  the  Academy. 

I  need  not  tell  you,  dear  sir,  that  I  am  not  at  all 
anxious  that  the  other  renderings  which  I  send  you 
should  be  adopted.  Should  the  Academy  prefer  the 
original  text,  it  would  be  doing  me  a  real  service  in 
retaining  it. 

Pray  accept  the  assurance  of  the  respect  with  which 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  dear  sir,  your  very  obedient, 
humble  servant, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 

Ode  on  the  Reinstalment  of  the  Statue  of  Henry  IV. 

2nd  Strophe. — 7th  line,  read  "  Sylla  d^trdne  Marius." 
yd  Strophe. — For  the  3rd,  5th,  and  6th  lines  sub- 
stitute— 

Trajan  domine  encor  les  champs  que  de  Tib^re 
Couvrent  les  temples  abattus. 

Souvent,  dans  les  horreurs  des  discordes  civiles 
Quand  I'effroi  planait  sur  les  villes, 
Aux  oris  des  peuples  r^volt^s,  etc. 

6th  Strophe. — To  make  the  7th  line  sound  a  little 
less  harsh,  it  might  read — 

Enleva  sitot  le  tr^pas. 

gth  Strophe. — Instead  of  the  5th  and  6th  lines  read — 

D^sormais  dans  ses  yeux,  en  volant  k  la  gloire, 
Nous  viendrons  puiser  la  victoire,  etc. 

We  shall  have  got  rid  of  the  word  "  carnage'^'  but  I 
fear  this  new  metaphor  may  be  rather  risky. 
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\ith  SU'ophe. — When  composing  it  I  noticed  the 
want  of  continuity  in  the  ideas  which  the  Academy  has 
remarked,  but,  not  being  able  to  remedy  it,  I  managed 
to  persuade  myself  that  a  lyric  poet  has  the  privilege  of 
leaving  the  idea  which  had  first  struck  him  in  this  in- 
complete state  and  of  developing  the  next  that  presented 
itself  to  his  mind.  But  the  just  criticism  of  the  Academy 
made  me  reflect  that  a  licence  of  this  kind  would  end  in 
giving  him  the  right  to  be  unintelligible.  I  have  tried 
once  more  to  remove  this  blemish,  but  without  success, 
and  it  is  with  much  regret  that  I  find  myself  obliged  to 
leave  such  a  conspicuous  defect  uncorrected. 

My  reiterated  endeavours  to  eliminate  some  of  the 
articles  which  abound  in  the  last  lines  of  the  i8th 
strophe  have  also  been  fruitless.  I  hope  the  Academy 
will  give  me  credit  for  them. 

Ode  sur  les  Vierges  de  Vej'dun, 

Not  having  had  time  to  C9ndense  the  introduction  to 
this  ode,  I  was  prepared  to  adduce  Horace's  ode  in 
defence  of  the  interrogative  form — 

Qu6,  qu6,  scelesti,  ruitis? 

and  the  ode  to  Lydia — 

Lydia,  die,  per  omnes 
Te  Deos  oro,  Sybarin  cur  properas  amando 

Perdere?    Cur  apricum 
Oderit  campum,  patiens  pulverls  atque  solis,  etc. 

I  think,  however,  it  is  more  frank  and  more  seemly  to 
admit  how  little  I  have  succeeded  in  my  attempts. 

^th  Strophe. — I  agreed  with  all  the  Academy,  dear 
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sir,  that  the  expression  Assassins,  juges  d  leur  tour''  did 
not  adequately  develop  the  idea  of  assassins  who  sit  in 
judgment  on  others  after  having  lived  in  dread  of  judges 
so  long  themselves,  but  the  time  I  have  spent  and  often 
wasted  over  the  other  corrections  prevented  me  from 
even  thinking  about  this  one. 

'jth  Strophe. — The  following  note  might  come  after  it — 

Moreau  took  the  fort  of  I'Ecluse  on  the  island  of  Cazand  from  a 
superior  force  of  the  enemy  the  very  day  on  which  his  aged  father  was 
led  to  the  scaffold.  Patriotism  must  indeed  have  had  a  strong  hold  on 
the  hearts  of  our  soldiers  to  make  them  defend  with  such  heroic  resigna- 
tion a  country  in  which  their  dearest  interests  were  daily  betrayed  in  a 
disgraceful  manner.  Our  army  was  fortunate  in  always  being  free 
from  the  reproaches  which  were  levelled  against  our  executioners.  Do 
not  let  us  forget  that  if  it  fought  against  its  king,  this  was  in  opposing 
a  foreign  invasion,  and  that,  as  an  illustrious  author  has  said,  its 
sword,  thrown  in  the  balance,  weighed  down  the  axe  of  the  Revolution. 

Zth  Strophe. — For  the  three  first  lines  one  of  the  two 
following  versions  may  be  substituted — 

Quand  nos  phalanges  mutilt^s 
Jetant  sur  nos  cypres  I'ombre  de  leurs  lauriers, 
Reculaient  vers  Paris,  par  le  nombre  accablees  .  .  . 

Quand  nos  chefs,  entour^s  des  armes  ^trang^res 

Couvrant  nos  cypres  de  lauriers, 
Vers  Paris,  lentement  reportaient  leurs  banniires  .  .  . 

iQth  Strophe. — In  its  stead,  a  choice  can  be  made 
between  either  of  the  two  following  strophes — 

Ce  dernier  trait  suffit :  leur  bont^  les  condamne. 

Mais  non  :  I'arbitre  de  leur  sort, 
Tainville,  4  leur  aspect  brQlant  d'un  feu  profane, 

Tressaille  d'un  hontcux  transport. 
II  veut,  vierges,  au  prix  d'un  affreux  sacrifice, 
En  taisant  vos  bienfaits,  vous  ravir  au  supplice. 
II  croit  vos  chastes  cceurs  par  la  crainte  abattus  ; 
Du  m^pris  qui  le  couvre  acceptez  le  partage  ; 
Souillez-vous  d'un  forfait ;  Tinfame  ar<;opage 

Vous  absoudra  de  vos  vertus. 
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Quoi!  ce  trait  glorieux  qui  trahit  leur  belle  4me 

Sera  done  I'arret  de  leur  mort. 
Mais  non  !  raccusateur  que  leur  aspect  enflamme, 

Tressaille  d'un  honteux  transport. 
II  veut,  vierges,  au  prix  d'un  affreux  sacrifice, 

En  taisant  vos  bienfaits,  vous  ravir  au  supplice. 
II  croit  vos  chastes  coeurs  par  la  crainte  abattus ; 

De  vos  jours  Tainville  est  I'arbitre. 
Souillez-vous  d'un  forfait :  le  monstre  k  ce  seul  titre 

Vous  absoudra  de  vos  vertus. 

1 1  t/i  Strophe, — Of  the  expressions,  "  un  si  noble 
forfait,  coupable  de  pitie\"  etc.  which  the  Academy  has 
pointed  out  as  alike,  I  have  only  been  able  to  strike  out 
"  d'imtocence  accus^es  "  (7th  strophe)  ;  "  Idchement  accus^es  " 
might  be  substituted  for  it :  this  alteration  appeared  to  me 
more  important  than  the  others ;  the  word  "  innocence  " 
occurs  two  lines  higher  up.  I  am  afraid,  too,  that  this 
expression  is  a  plagiarism ;  I  have  seen  somewhere  or 
other  two  lines  in  which  something  like  it  occurs — 

.  .  .  I'enfant  sans  appui,  le  vieillard  sans  defense, 
Tombaient  tous,  convain^us  d'une  meme  innocence. 

Finally,  in  the  1 3th  strophe,  "  Charlotte  au  mur 
d'airain "  may  be  substituted  for  "  Charlotte  au  front 
d'airain." 


Paris,  i6th  June  18 19. 

Dear  Sir, — I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  calling  on 
M.  de  Moncabrie,  who  has  not  yet  received  the  copies 
of  the  collection  of  poems  you  had  kindly  intended  for 
us.    Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  waited  to  acknowledge 
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the  receipt  of  them  before  answering  your  kind  letter  of 
the  15th  of  May  last;  but  pray  excuse  my  anxiety  to 
express  our  gratitude  for  the  indulgent  reception  which 
the  Academy  has  given  to  our  works,  and  for  the  kind- 
ness with  w^hich  you  in  particular  have  honoured  us. 

Allow  me  to  thank  you,  dear  sir,  in  my  brother's 
name  and  my  own,  for  the  interest  you  take  in  us — an 
interest  which  is  perhaps  more  strikingly  shown  by 
your  critical  remarks  than  by  your  praise,  which  quite 
overcomes  us  because  we  feel  how  little  it  is  deserved. 

Pray  believe  that  we  shall  endeavour  to  merit  your 
encomiums  by  taking  advantage  of  your  criticism,  and 
that  if  at  some  future  time  we  should  both  of  us  be 
fortunate  enough  to  partly  fulfil  the  hopes  you  entertain 
of  us,  we  should  owe  it  to  the  Academic  dcs  Jcux  Floi'anx\ 
to  you,  dear  sir,  and  to  your  generous  encouragement. 
What  is  most  praiseworthy  about  our  slender  abilities  is, 
no  doubt,  the  direction  in  which  we  employ  them  ;  but 
the  path  which  we  wish  to  take  is  so  beset  with  obstacles 
for  young  authors,  that  we  should  perhaps  have  been 
disheartened  had  we  not  been  sustained  by  the  glorious 
approbation  of  the  oldest  academy  in  the  kingdom. 

If  our  names  have  the  good  fortune  to  appear  again 
in  your  academic  ceremonies,  we  shall  not  forget  your 
flattering  invitation  ;  and  the  pleasure  of  making  your 
acquaintance,  and  of  telling  you  by  word  of  mouth 
how  much  we  appreciate  your  kindness,  will  be  not 
the  least  inducement  to  us  to  undertake  so  agreeable  a 
journey. 

My  mother  has  been  much  touched  by  your  kind- 
ness ;  she  begs  me  to  express  her  thanks  to  you. 
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She  has  known  you,  dear  sir,  by  reputation,  for  some 
time,  and  the  last  paragraph  of  your  letter  has  added 
not  a  little  to  the  pleasure  which  our  success  has  given 
her. 

Pray  accept  the  expression  of  the  respect  and  grati- 
tude with  which  I  have  the  honour  to  remain,  dear  sir, 
your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 


l^tk  April  1820. 

Dear  Sir, — It  was  only  the  entreaties  of  some  of 
my  friends  that  induced  me  to  send  the  Academie  des 
Jeux  Floraux  the  ode  Moyse,  the  many  imperfections  of 
which  I  was  the  first  to  feel.  In  according  an  amaranthe 
reservee  to  this  work,  the  Academy  has  far  surpassed  all 
my  hopes,  and  I  feel  I  ought  to  look  on  this  prize  more 
as  an  encouragement  than  a  reward.  I  take  pleasure  in 
acknowledging  the  justice  of  the  criticisms  addressed  to 
me,  and  besides,  I  think  that,  in  finding  fault  with  the 
absence  of  all  lyric  movement  in  my  ode,  the  Academy 
might  have  detected  one  of  the  reasons  for  it  in  the  choice 
of  the  metre,  which,  with  its  feminine  terminations,  is  in- 
capable of  rendering  with  marked  effect  the  imposing 
imagery  and  the  grand  thoughts  which  such  a  subject 
ought  to  have  called  forth.  This  metre,  which  Andr^  de 
Chenier  has  employed  with  such  success  in  his  Jeune 
captive^  is  no  doubt  naturally  melodious,  but  it  is  not 
sufficiently  solemn  or  sonorous  for  grand  poetry.  Here, 
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then,  is  another  mistake  of  mine :  in  adding  this  fresh 
criticism  to  the  very  judicious  observations  of  the 
Academy  I  may  be  making  a  blunder,  but  I  know  I 
am  acting  frankly,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  not  think  the 
worse  of  me  for  it.  As  to  the  points  of  detail,  I  regret 
that  I  have  no  time  to  make  my  ode  more  worthy  of  the 
flattering  distinction  which  you  have  bestowed  on  it.  I 
think,  however,  that  in  the  ist  strophe  chastes  plaisirs'' 
might  be  altered  to  '■^  jeux  innocents^'  and  in  the  8th  "  Ses 
malhetirs  out  emu  inon  amour  "  to  "  Ses  malJieurs  eveillent 
mon  amourl'  if  you  think  these  corrections  are  admissible. 
I  repeat,  I  regret  that  I  have  not  the  time  ;  if  I  had,  I 
would  have  endeavoured,  by  a  searching  revision  of  my 
ode,  to  make  myself  worthier  of  your  distinguished 
approbation.  As  this  is  impossible,  I  can  only  beg  you, 
dear  sir,  to  convey  my  excuses  and  my  warm  acknow- 
ledgments to  your  colleagues. 

If  the  idyll  of  the  Two  Ages  could  have  obtained  a  prize, 
it  would  have  been  a  great  pleasure  and  a  great  honour 
to  me ;  but,  as  it  is,  I  can  only  bow  with  respect  to  the 
decision  which  prevented  it  from  achieving  this  distinction. 

I  now,  dear  sir,  come  to  a  point  on  which  I  wish  to 
state  my  views  quite  openly,  while  being  anxious  to 
obtain  your  approval.  You  tell  me  that  I  have  now, 
according  to  your  rules,  acquired  the  right  to  apply  for 
the  degree  of  Maitre  es  Jeux  Floraux.  I  refrain  from 
inquiring  how  I  acquired  this  right,  and  whether  I  do  not 
owe  it  rather  to  the  continued  indulgence  shown  me  by 
the  Academy  than  to  my  own  merit.  I  have  only  to 
tell  you  my  feeling  on  the  subject,  and  I  think  my  duty 
(and  never  will  a  duty  have  been  fulfilled  with  greater 
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pleasure)  is  to  claim  this  distinction,  to  which  the 
Academy  has  allowed  me  to  aspire,  with  all  the  eager- 
ness and  gratitude  which  I  feel  under  the  circumstances. 
I  might,  it  is  true,  retain  the  right  to  compete  by  putting 
off  my  application ;  but,  on  the  one  hand,  if  I  am 
accustomed  to  the  great  kindness  of  the  Academy,  I  am 
not  so  presumptuous  or  self-confident  as  to  have  much 
hope  of  success  if  I  remain  on  the  lists ;  and,  on  the 
other  hand,  as  the  lyric  competitions  are  now  closed  to 
me,  I  am  not  sure  whether  the  fruitless  attempts  I  have 
hitherto  made  in  other  styles  are  not  a  warning  to  me 
to  leave  the  ranks.  I  must  add  to  these  considerations 
the  wish,  which  I  have  entertained  for  a  long  time,  but 
have  hitherto  concealed,  to  belong  to  the  illustrious 
society  of  the  Jeux  Floraux. 

Now  that  the  opportunity  offers  to  join  you  as  maitre^ 
I  feel  more  strongly  than  ever  how  far  too  great  this  title  is 
for  my  age  and  for  my  poor  abilities,  but  at  the  same  time 
I  feel  that,  if  you  thought  fit  to  confer  it  on  me,  the  honour 
of  bearing  it  would  compel  me  in  a  measure  to  do  my 
best  to  be  worthy  of  it.  I  therefore  venture  to  beg  you, 
dear  sir,  if  you  see  fit,  to  convey  my  respectful  wishes  to 
the  Academy,  and  to  apply  to  it  in  my  name  for  a 
degree  which  I  shall  highly  prize  if  I  obtain  it,  as  it  will 
constantly  remind  me  how  much  I  owe  to  you  personally 
and  to  your  colleagues.  I  do  not  know  if  I  ought  to 
send  a  more  direct  application  to  the  Academy,  but  I 
hope  that,  in  case  you  cannot  undertake  it,  you  will  be  so 
kind  as  to  let  me  know. 

I  am  particularly  flattered,  dear  sir,  that  my  odes  on 
La  Vendee  and  the  terrible  crime  of  February  I  3  have 
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given  you  some  pleasure.    In  sending  you  my  attempts, 
I  am  only  discharging  a  very  pleasant  duty,  and  I  shall 
be  glad  if  you  will  continue  to  give  me  your  opinion.  I 
have  now  the  honour  to  forward  you  two  copies  of  a 
satire,  now  somewhat  out  of  date,  but  which  at  the  time 
it  appeared  (October  1 8 1 9)  was  considered  a  proof  of 
courage,  if  not  of  talent,  in  Paris.    I  have  sent  with  it  the 
first  number  of  the  Conservateur  litteraire.    In  this  work, 
which  I  am  helping  to  edit,  you  will  see  the  expression 
of  approbation  which  His  Majesty  condescended  to  give 
me  on  the  occasion  of  the  ode  I  wrote  on  the  death  of 
the  Duke  of  Berri.     I  think  the  Conservateur  litteraire 
may  be  useful,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  think  so  too 
when  you  have  read  it.    Thank  you  for  the  friendly 
remark  at  the  end  of  your  kind  letter.     I  have  every 
reason  to  believe  that  our  Conservateur^  the  success  of 
which  appears  assured  in  the  capital,  will  now  circulate 
in  the  departments,  and  in  that  case  I  shall  take  special 
care  that  it  reaches  your  province,  which  is  now  perhaps 
the  only  one  that  has  retained  its  love  of  letters  and 
devotion  to  the  monarchy  intact.     I  must  end  this  too 
long  letter  by  congratulating  you,  dear  sir,  in  my  turn,  on 
the  address  sent  by  your  cour  royale  on   the  horrible 
assassination  of  the  Duke  of  Berri :  it  made  an  excellent 
impression  here ;  it  was    singled    out  among  all  the 
addresses  of  the  other  towns  in  the  kingdom ;  and 
everybody  knows  that  the  loyal  sentiments  with  which 
your  cour  royale  is  animated  are  shared  by  the  good  town 
of  Toulouse  and  the  noble  Academie  des  Jeux  Floraux. 
With  the  most  respectful  gratitude,  I  have  the  honour  to 
be,  dear  sir,  etc.,  V.-M.  Hugo. 
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PS. — My  brother  Eugene,  who  has  been  prevented 
by  ill  health  from  competing  this  year,  but  who  hopes 
to  try  again  in  1821,  begs  me  to  remember  him  to  you, 
and  to  convey  you  his  respects.  Having  obtained  an 
amaranthe  in  1 819,  I  have  decided  this  year  to  take, 
instead  of  the  flower,  the  sum  of  money  which  the 
Academy  gives  me  the  option  of  receiving.  If  there  are 
any  formalities  to  be  complied  with  in  respect  to  this,  I 
hope  you  will  be  good  enough  to  acquaint  me  with  them. 


\2\st  May  1820.] 

Dear  Sir, — I  eagerly  avail  myself  of  my  first 
leisure  moments  to  answer  your  kind  letter,  and  to  beg 
you  to  convey  to  the  Academy  my  warm  and  respectful 
thanks  for  having  admitted  me  to  the  degree  of  Maitre 
es  Jeux  FlorazLv.  Pardon  me  for  repeating  the  same 
thing  so  often,  but  the  repeated  proofs  of  the  considera- 
tion shown  me  by  the  Academy  give  me  the  right — indeed, 
I  may  say,  make  it  my  duty — to  do  so.  Rest  assured, 
dear  sir,  that  I  shall  gladly  discharge  all  the  duties 
which  my  new  position  entails  on  me.  Before  long, 
when  I  have  grasped  the  full  extent  of  them,  by  study- 
ing the  useful  book  by  M.  Poitevin  which  you  have  been 
good  enough  to  send  me  (a  mark  of  attention  which 
much  pleased  me),  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  writing  to 
you  on  the  subject,  and  I  shall  do  my  best  to  make  the 
Academy  satisfied,  if  not  with  my  ability,  at  all  events 
with  my  zeal. 
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We  have  been  much  flattered  by  the  opinion  you 
have  expressed  of  the  Conservateur  litteraire.  As  the 
perusal  of  it  has  given  you  pleasure,  I  beg  you,  on 
behalf  of  myself  and  of  my  colleagues,  to  accept  our 
publication.  I  will  take  care  that  it  reaches  you  regularly. 
You  will  have  seen  in  the  third  number  of  the  second 
volume  that  I  had  inserted  an  extract  from  your  pro- 
gramme, in  accordance  with  your  wish.  I  regret  there 
was  not  enough  space  for  a  more  detailed  account  of  the 
proceedings  of  the  Academy.  I  think  the  subject  will  be 
mentioned  again.  I  have  asked  several  journalists  with 
whom  I  am  connected  to  insert  the  heads  of  the  pro- 
gramme in  their  papers,  and  they  have  promised  to  do  so 
as  soon  as  the  immense  amount  of  political  matter  will 
allow  of  it.  As  far  as  the  Conservateur  litteraire  is 
concerned,  I  beg  you  will  not  hesitate  to  make  use  of 
me  if  I  can  be  of  any  service  to  you.  You  will  greatly 
honour  me  by  often  treating  me  as  a  confrere.  When- 
ever you  wish  to  publish  any  advertisements,  or  the 
report  of  the  proceedings  of  the  Academy,  I  can  assure 
you  your  wishes  shall  be  carried  out,  and  it  will  be  a  real 
pleasure  to  us  to  comply  with  them. 

My  brother  Eugene,  whose  health  is  still  uncertain, 
begs  me  to  present  his  compliments  to  you,  and  to  thank 
you  for  your  kind  and  flattering  invitation.  He  was 
much  distressed  at  the  illness  which  prevented  him  from 
competing  this  year,  and  he  hopes  by  next  year  to  have 
recovered  his  strength  sufficiently  to  be  able  to  enter 
the  noble  lists  you  have  thrown  open  to  him.  It  has 
become  a  duty  which  he  will  be  happy  to  discharge, 
especially  if  he  can  do  it  worthily. 
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I  cannot  thank  you  enough,  dear  sir,  on  my  own 
account,  for  your  kind  attention  in  sending  me  the  vakie 
of  the  prize  in  a  draft  on  Paris.  All  the  marks  of  kind- 
ness which  I  have  received  from  you  up  to  now  touch 
me  more  than  I  can  say.  I  have  the  honour  to  enclose 
the  declaration  you  asked  me  for,  and,  with  the  deepest 
feelings  of  respect  and  gratitude,  I  beg  you  will  believe 
me  to  be  always  your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

V.-M.  Hugo. 

PS. — I  do  not  know  if  you  have  received  the  two 
first  numbers  of  vol.  ii.  regularly.  If  you  have  not  done 
so,  pray  draw  my  attention  to  it  in  the  first  letter  you 
will  do  me  the  honour  of  writing  to  me,  and  I  will  send 
them  on  to  you. 


24t/i  October  1820. 

Dear  Sir, — Allow  me  to  remind  you  of  my  exist- 
ence by  sending  you  some  copies  of  an  ode  that  I  have 
just  published  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Bordeaux, 
and  which  you  may  have  read  by  now  in  the  Conservateur 
litteraire,  I  am  most  anxious  that  this  ode  should  not 
appear  to  you  unworthy  of  the  approbation  which  you 
have  sometimes  bestowed  on  me.  I  owe  everything  to 
the  Acadeinie  des  Jeux  Floraux^  and  it  will  always  be  a 
pleasure  to  me  to  make  public  acknowledgment  of  it, 
as  I  shall  always  consider  it  a  duty  to  endeavour  to 
deserve  the  many  favours  it  has  showered  on  me. 
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M.  Alexandre  Soumet  has  been  here  for  some  time, 
and  has  told  me  a  great  deal  about  the  interest  which 
the  Academy  is  good  enough  to  take  in  my  efforts,  and 
the  flattering  sentiments  which  you,  dear  sir,  in  particular 
entertain  towards  me.  I  had  recourse  to  M.  Soumet's 
advice  in  correcting  this  new  ode,  and  I  am  much  indebted 
to  his  friendly  assistance.  He  read  part  of  his  tragedy 
of  Oreste  to  me ;  the  fifth  act  is  really  admirable.  I 
hope  very  much  that  the  business  which  brought  him 
to  Paris  may  be  settled  to  his  satisfaction,  and  still  more, 
that  his  tragedy  may  be  well  acted,  for,  if  I  wish  him 
success  in  money  matters,  I  must  be  still  more  concerned 
for  his  literary  fame :  a  poet  cannot  take  this  amiss. 

As  for  me,  dear  sir,  the  next  ode  I  write  will  be  for 
the  Academy ;  and  if,  in  accordance  with  my  wish,  you 
will  consent  to  read  it  at  one  of  your  meetings,  it  will 
to  a  certain  extent  be  protected  by  the  celebrity  of  the 
society  of  the  Jeux  Floraux,  I  cannot  promise  you  that 
the  new-comer  will  be  worthy  of  the  welcome  you  will 
be  good  enough  to  give  it,  but  I  promise  to  use  every 
effort  to  make  it  so. 

I  hope,  dear  sir,  that  you  will  continue  to  treat  me 
with  the  kindliness  of  which  you  have  already  given  me 
so  many  tokens,  and  for  which  I  am  deeply  grateful. 
I  beg  you  to  excuse  this  untidy  letter,  written  in  great 
haste,  and  to  believe  in  the  feelings  of  high  esteem  and 
respectful  consideration  with  which  I  have  the  honour 
to  be,  dear  sir,  etc.,  V.-M.  HUGO. 

PS. — As  I  am  not  sure  if  the  secretary  of  the 
Conservateur  litteraire  has  carried  out  the  order  I  gave 
20  293 


THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO 


him  to  send  you  some  copies  of  my  ode  to  M.  de 
Chateaubriand,  I  have  put  a  few  in  the  packet  which  I 
have  the  honour  of  forwarding  to  you. 


2%th  March  1 82 1. 

Dear  Sir, — I  value  your  letters  so  highly  that  it 
is  a  source  of  great  regret  to  me  that  I  cannot  write  to 
you  oftener,  so  as  to  receive  your  kind  answers  more 
frequently;  but,  unfortunately  for  me,  I  have  not  so 
much  leisure  as  goodwill,  which,  in  depriving  me  of  a 
pleasure  I  appreciate  so  highly,  has  the  advantage  of 
protecting  you  from  an  importunity. 

You  have  doubtless  been  surprised,  dear  sir,  that 
my  brother  Eugene  has  not  responded  to  the  invitation 
you  so  kindly  sent  him.  But  I  assure  you  it  is  only 
his  bad  health  which  prevented  him  from  entering  the 
lists,  in  which  you  were  good  enough  to  almost  promise 
him  a  victory.  It  has  been  a  great  disappointment  to 
him  to  forego  the  pleasure  of  celebrating  the  illustrious 
Malesherbes,  and  the  honour  of  competing  for  your 
beautiful  wreaths. 

As  for  me,  dear  sir,  to  whom  these  wreaths  have 
been  awarded  with  an  indulgence  which  overwhelms  me 
as  much  as  it  honours  me,  I  am  endeavouring  to  become 
less  unworthy  of  the  distinction  which  the  Academy  has 
been  good  enough  to  confer  on  me  by  admitting  me 
among  its  maitres  at  my  age.  This  signal  and  unmerited 
favour  is  a  great  encouragement  and  a  great  obligation. 
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I  feel  this  with  apprehension  in  sending  you  a  new  ode 
on  the  frightful  treason  of  Ouiberon.  It  was  written  for 
the  Academy ;  I  have  therefore  always  refused  to  publish 
it,  or  to  allow  any  isolated  stanzas  to  appear  in  the 
papers.  I  wanted  your  Recueil  to  have  it  before  anyone 
else,  if  (and  I  should  be  pleased  were  this  the  case)  you 
consider  that  it  can  be  read  at  your  brilliant  meeting 
of  the  3rd  of  May,  without  spoiling  the  effect  of  the 
seance  too  much. 

A  propos  of  the  meeting  of  the  3rd  of  May,  allow 
me,  dear  sir,  to  refer  to  the  competitions.  I  take  the 
liberty  of  specially  drawing  your  enlightened  attention 
to  an  Ode  sur  les  ti^oubles  actuels  de  V Europe^  to  an  elegy 
entitled  Symetha^  and  to  another  elegy,  Le  Convoi  de 
r Emigre,  all  of  which  appear  to  me  to  show  some  talent. 
I  should  be  glad  if  these  works  could  obtain  some  re- 
cognition ;  I  should  be  even  more  glad  than  their  authors, 
on  account  of  the  affection  I  have  for  them.  I  also 
thought  there  was  a  great  deal  of  wit  in  an  essay  on 
Les  geni-es  classique  et  romantique,  which  bears  the  motto, 
Rien  de  nouveau  sous  le  soleil,  and  some  pretty  lines  in 
a  poem  entitled  Sur  Venfance  d' Henri  IV, 

Pray  forgive  my  presumption  in  recommending  my 
friends ;  I  know  by  experience,  that  if  an  appeal  is  made 
to  your  justice,  you  are  always  ready  to  respond  with 
indulgence.  Someone  has  said  that  one's  affection  for 
a  person  may  be  measured  by  the  length  of  one's  letters 
to  him.  I  hope,  therefore,  that  you  will  excuse  the 
length  of  this  one,  for  you  must  know  the  deep  and 
unvarying  attachment  with  which  I  have  the  honour 
to  be,  dear  sir,  etc.,  ViCTOR-M.  HUGO. 
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My  address  is  altered.  I  am  now  living  at  lo  Rue 
Mezi^res  (Faubourg  Saint-Germain).  M.  Soumet  begs 
to  be  remembered  to  you ;  but  a  poet  like  Alexandre 
Soumet  has  no  need  of  being  remembered  to  anyone. 


[i4t/i  July  1 82 1.] 

My  dear  Colleague, — I  have  been  prevented  from 
answering  your  letter  before  by  a  long  period  of  anxiety, 
ending  in  a  terrible  calamity,  of  which  you  have  doubt- 
less read  in  the  papers — a  calamity  for  which  there  is  no 
consolation  but  in  heaven,  and  no  hope  but  in  death. 
My  mother  died  in  my  arms,  after  a  long  illness.  If  you 
have  any  regard  for  me,  pity  me,  excuse  this  short  letter, 
and  believe  in  the  unaltered  attachment  and  gratitude 
of  your  most  obedient,  humble  servant  and  colleague, 

ViCTOR-M.  Hugo. 

I  hope  soon  to  have  the  courage  to  write  to  you  at 
greater  length.  I  will  then  thank  you  for  the  counter 
you  were  good  enough  to  send  me  by  M.  Hocquart.  M. 
Soumet  and  his  brother  beg  to  be  remembered  to  you. 


Paris,  I4.th  August  1 82 1. 

My  dear  Colleague, — I  should  not  forgive  myself 
for  not  having  answered  your  letter  sooner,  with  its 
expressions  of  condolence  that  I  prize  so  highly,  if  I 
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had  not  been  seriously  unwell  and  obliged  to  go  into 
the  country  for  a  short  time,  immediately  after  having 
executed  the  commission  to  M.  de  Chateaubriand  which 
you  gave  me  on  behalf  of  the  Academy.  It  is  for  me, 
dear  sir,  to  thank  you  warmly  for  having  been  good 
enough  to  confide  this  mission  to  me.  This  fresh  con- 
nection has  in  a  way  strengthened  my  friendship  with 
the  illustrious  peer,  and  this  is  another  thing  which  I 
have  to  thank  you  for. 

I  am  not  less  indebted  to  you  for  all  the  tender  and 
delicate  expressions  of  feeling  contained  in  your  letter. 
They  touched  me  most  deeply.  In  my  irreparable 
calamity  a  friendship  such  as  yours  is  a  consolation  to 
me,  and  I  am  proud  of  the  intimacy  existing  between 
us,  which  makes  us  love  and  understand  each  other 
without  having  met  or  spoken  to  each  other.  Should 
you  ever  (which  God  forbid !)  have  a  great  personal 
sorrow,  I  hope  you  may  find  a  friend  like  yourself,  for 
the  only  point  in  which  I  can  compare  with  you  is  my 
affection  for  you. 

M.  de  Chateaubriand  accepted  his  diploma  in  the 
most  graceful  way,  and  told  me  that  he  would  write 
and  thank  the  Academy.  All  lovers  of  literature 
congratulate  the  Academy  on  this  glorious  acquisition. 
If  I  may  say  so,  I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  that  it 
had  been  postponed  somewhat  too  long. 

Farewell,  my  dear  friend  ;  I  have  sufficient  confidence 
in  your  indulgence  to  send  you  this  illegible  letter.  I 
wanted  to  write  to  you  as  soon  as  I  was  able  to  hold 
a  pen.  I  am  still  weak,  and  have  only  strength  enough 
to  love  you. 
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I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  the  highest  esteem 
and  the  most  complete  devotion,  your  most  obedient, 
humble  servant  and  colleague, 

ViCTOR-M.  Hugo. 


Paris,  2/\th  October  1822. 

My  dear  Colleague, — Your  kind  letter  came 
upon  me  as  a  gentle  surprise  in  a  moment  of  happiness. 
I  have  always  highly  valued  the  proofs  of  your  kind 
friendship,  and,  when  I  received  this  last  token  of  it,  it 
gave  me  all  the  greater  pleasure,  because  it  seemed  as  if 
a  part  of  yourself,  my  dear  friend,  was  a  witness  of  my 
felicity. 

I  am  anxious  to  be  the  first  to  tell  you  that  I  am 
married,  that  I  have  just  been  united  to  the  sweetest,  the 
most  angelic,  and  the  most  beloved  of  women.  You 
have  contributed  to  what  you  are  good  enough  to  call 
my  success,  you  sympathised  with  me  in  my  sorrow,  and 
I  have  no  doubt  but  that  you  will  also  rejoice  with  me 
in  my  happiness. 

I  am  glad  that  the  collection  of  poems  interested 
you,  and,  still  more,  that  the  opinions  which  you  express 
so  gracefully  coincide  with  mine.  I  hope  that  when  the 
second  edition  of  these  odes  appears,  which  will  be  before 
long,  that  they  will  be  more  deserving  of  your  attention, 
dear  sir,  and  of  that  of  all  the  enlightened  men  to  whose 
approbation  I  aspire. 

I  am  aware  that  M.  de  Resseguier  has  been  in  Paris 
298 


APPENDIX 


for  four  or  five  days ;  he  came  to  call  on  me,  and  I  was 
stupid  enough  and  unlucky  enough  to  be  out  at  the 
time.  I  hope,  however,  to  see  him  soon,  and  I  shall  have 
much  pleasure  in  giving  him  your  message. 

This  amiable  colleague  of  ours  will  doubtless  be  able 
to  give  you  details  of  Clytemnestre  much  better  than  I 
can,  but  I  may  tell  you  that  this  fine  play  is  to  be  acted 
at  the  end  of  the  month,  that  it  will  be  followed  im- 
mediately by  Saiil  at  the  second  theatre,  and  that  these 
two  splendid  works  will  give  our  good  colleague,  Soumet, 
a  great  and  unique  reputation.  In  making  this  prophecy, 
I  am  in  no  way  inspired  by  friendship. 

Farewell,  then ;  accept  once  more  my  thanks  for  the 
very  great  pleasure  your  letters  give  me,  and  believe,  dear 
sir,  that  my  most  highly-prized  distinction  will  always  be 
that  of  styling  myself  your  colleague,  your  servant,  and 
friend, 

Victor  H. 

M.  Soumet,  to  whom  I  have  shown  your  kind  letter, 
thanks  you  and  loves  you  as  I  do,  but  not  more  than 
I  do. 


Paris,  wth  December  1822. 

My  dear  Colleague, — Pray  forgive  me  for  not 
having  yet  answered  your  charming  letter,  which  brought 
something  of  your  friendship  into  the  midst  of  my  newly- 
found  felicity,  and  made  me  feel  that  one  of  the  greatest 
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bonheurs  du  bonheur^  if  one  may  use  the  expression,  is 
to  see  it  shared  in  by  one's  friends. 

To-day,  dear  sir,  I  am  fortunate  enough  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  asking  you  to  do  me  a  service,  as  well  as  that 
of  thanking  you  for  a  charming  letter.  You  have  perhaps 
forgotten  that  you  have  a  confrere  who  is  also  a  conscrit: 
do  not  laugh  at  this  jingle  of  words ;  I  will  explain  it. 
As  I  was  born  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  1802,  I 
really  form  one  of  the  annual  levy  of  forty  thousand 
men. 

It  is  true  that  I  have  good  grounds  for  exemption, 
and  you  can  no  doubt  guess  what  they  are,  my  dear 
colleague ;  but  tedious  formalities,  for  which  I  beg  you  to 
excuse  their  authors,  oblige  me  to  ask  you  to  plead  my 
cause  to  some  extent. 

The  recruiting  law  grants  exemption  from  military 
service  to  all  persons  who  have  won  one  of  the  principal 
prizes  at  the  Institute,  including  the  pj^ix  d'honneur  de 
V  Universite'.  The  omission  by  the  Legislature  of  the 
prizes  of  the  second  academy  in  the  kingdom  is  re- 
paired by  the  spirit  of  the  law,  and,  from  the  information 
I  have  obtained,  I  am  certain  that  a  favourable  construc- 
tion has  been  placed  on  this  paragraph  of  the  law,  on 
the  application  of  permanent  secretaries,  for  prizes  given 
by  much  less  important  academies  than  that  of  the  Jeux 
Floraux.  I  venture  to  hope,  then,  from  the  extreme 
kindness  of  which  you  have  given  me  so  many  proofs, 
that  you  will  be  good  enough  to  claim  for  me  the  right 
of  exemption  which  the  three  wreaths  bestowed  on  me 
by  the  indulgence  of  the  Academy  confer  on  me — the 
valued  wreaths  to  which  I  owe  the  honour,  so  ill  suited 
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to  my  age  and  my  small  ability,  of  being  a  member  of 
it ;  you  will  be  pleading  the  cause  of  the  Academy  even 
more  than  mine,  my  dear  colleague,  you  will  be  defending 
its  prerogatives,  for  the  law  could  hardly  grant  greater 
privileges  to  a  mere  laureate  of  the  Institute,  or  of  the 
University  even,  than  to  a  member  of  one  of  the  oldest  and 
most  illustrious  literary  societies  in  Europe.  This  is  the 
service  which  I  shall  have  to  add  to  all  the  obligations 
which  I  owe  you  already.  If  you  are  good  enough  to 
make  this  application  as  permanent  secretary  of  the 
Academy,  you  must  send  it  to  the  Home  Secretary 
{bureau  des  Academies) ;  it  will  be  sent  on  to  the  War 
Office  {bureau  du  recrutemeni)^  and  I  am  assured  that  it 
will  be  successful  there. 

Pray  forgive  me  for  all  the  trouble  I  am  giving  you, 
and  let  me  know  how  you  are  getting  on.  Is  Toulouse 
very  proud  of  her  Soumet  ?  Resseguier,  who  is  as  kind 
as  his  letters,  will  give  you  all  the  details  of  it  that  you 
may  wish.  I  am  going  to  send  the  Academy  a  copy  of 
the  collection  of  poems  of  which  you  formed  such  an 
indulgent  opinion  ;  please  apologise  for  me  to  our  col- 
leagues for  the  incorrigible  carelessness  of  my  publisher. 
I  am  preparing  a  second  edition,  with  some  alterations 
and  corrections.  There  is  only  one  thing  in  me  which 
cannot  change,  and  that  is  my  tender  affection  for  those 
I  love,  and  especially  for  you,  my  dear  good  colleague. 
— Your  most  devoted  friend  and  servant, 

VicTOR-M.  Hugo. 

My  wife  was  much  pleased  with  your  kind  messages, 
and  begs  me  to  thank  you  for  them. 
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Paris,  Zth  January  1823. 

My  dear  Colleague, — What  pleases  me  most  in 
the  important  service  you  have  just  so  kindly  rendered 
me  is  the  fact  that  it  was  rendered  by  you.  For  a  long 
time  I  have  fallen  into  the  pleasant  habit  of  being 
indebted  to  you,  and  all  I  can  wish  for  now  is  to  have 
the  good  fortune  of  being  able  to  serve  you  sometimes 
in  return.  I  was  much  gratified  by  your  kind  thought 
in  sending  me  your  application  on  my  behalf,  and  quite 
overcome  by  all  the  expressions  of  kindness  and  praise 
with  which  your  friendship  inspired  you  for  the  least 
worthy  of  your  colleagues. 

I  have  just  published  the  second  edition  of  my  odes, 
with  additions  and  corrections.  I  have  told  my  publisher 
to  send  you  two  copies  ;  one  of  these  I  hope  you  will 
be  kind  enough  to  accept  from  me,  and  the  other  I  beg 
you  to  present  to  the  Academy  on  my  behalf. 

I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the  competition  for 
the  Jeux  Floraux  this  year  will  be  a  brilliant  one.  I 
have  seen  several  of  the  compositions  which  are  to  be 
sent  to  you,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  your  fine  wreaths 
will  be  the  reward  of  some  fine  volumes. 

M.  Soumet  and  M.  Resseguier  beg  me,  my  dear 
colleague,  to  convey  to  you  on  their  behalf  all  that  I 
feel  for  you — that  is  to  say,  the  warmest,  tenderest,  and 
sincerest  feelings  that  esteem  and  attachment  can  inspire. 

Victor  Hugo. 

My  wife  thanks  you,  as  I  do,  for  all  the  kind 
messages  to  her  in  your  letter. 
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Gentilly,  ^th  June  1823. 

My  dear  Colleague,  —  Our  good  friend  Jules 
de  Resseguier  has  shown  me  your  letter,  and  I  was 
much  touched  by  the  kind  and  affectionate  messages 
for  me  in  it.  I  was  not  less  sensible  of  the  kind 
feeling  that  prompted  you  to  mention  my  name  at 
your  memorable  meeting  ;  you  wished  that  some 
of  the  glory  conferred  on  the  old  fete  des  fleurs 
by  the  presence  of  an  illustrious  spectator  might  be 
reflected  on  me.  I  thank  you  for  this.  You  have 
touched  my  heart  even  more  than  you  have  flattered 
my  pride. 

Please  let  me  know  if  you  have  received  the  second 
edition  of  my  odes,  as  well  as  an  indifferent  work  in 
four  volumes  entitled  Han  d'Islande,  Some  time  ago 
I  told  my  former  publisher,  Persan,  to  forward  you  these 
works,  which  I  was  also  sending  to  the  Academy.  He 
has  since  become  bankrupt,  and,  having  discovered 
several  cases  in  which  he  had  neglected  to  carry  out 
my  orders,  I  should  like  to  make  sure  that  yours  was 
not  among  the  number. 

Farewell,  my  good  colleague ;  my  wife,  who  is  going 
on  well,  shares  the  deep  feeling  of  sincere  affection  felt 
for  you  by  your  most  humble  servant  and  unworthy 
colleague, 

Victor  Hugo. 
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Poetry 


RUDYARD  KIPLING 

BALLADS.    By  Rudyard  Kipling.    Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
150  copies  on  hand-made  paper.    Demy  Svo.  21s. 
30  copies  on  Japanese  paper.    Demy  Svo.  42s. 
The  enormous  success  of  '  Barrack  Room  Ballads '  justifies  the  expectation  that  this 
volume,  so  long  postponed,  will  have  an  equal,  if  not  a  greater,  success. 

GEORGE  WYNDHAM 

SHAKESPEARE'S  POEMS.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  George  Wyndham,  M.  P.    Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

[English  Classics. 

W.  E.  HENLEY 

ENGLISH  LYRICS.    Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  E.  Henley. 
Crown  Svo.    Buckram.  6s. 

Also  1 5  copies  on  Japanese  paper.    Demy  Svo.    £2,  2s. 
Few  announcements  will  be  more  welcome  to  lovers  of  English  verse  than  the  one 
that  Mr.  Henley  is  bringing  together  into  one  book  the  finest  lyrics  in  our 
language.    The  volume  will  be  produced  with  the  same  care  that  made  '  Lyra 
Heroica '  delightful  to  the  hand  and  eye. 

•Q' 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    By  '  Q,'  Author  of  '  Green  Bays, 
etc.    Crown  Svo.    Buckram.    3^.  6d. 

25  copies  on  Japanese  paper.    Demy  Svo.  21s. 

History,  Biography,  and  Travel 

CAPTAIN  HINDE 

THE  FALL  OF  THE  CONGO  ARABS.  By  Sidney  L. 
Hinde.  With  Portraits  and  Plans.  De7ny  Svo.  12s.  6d. 
This  volume  deals  with  the  recent  Belgian  Expedition  to  the  Upper  Congo,  which 
developed  into  a  war  between  the  State  forces  and  the  Arab  slave-raiders  in 
Central  Africa.  Two  white  men  only  returned  alive  from  the  three  years'  war — 
Commandant  Dhanis  and  the  writer  of  this  book,  Captain  Hinde.  During  the 
greater  part  of  the  time  spent  by  Captain  Hinde  in  the  Congo  he  was  amongst 
cannibal  races  in  little-known  regions,  and,  owing  to  the  peculiar  circumstances 
of  his  position,  was  enabled  to  see  a  side  of  native  history  shown  to  few  Europeans. 
The  war  terminated  in  the  complete  defeat  of  the  Arabs,  seventy  thousand  of 
whom  perished  during  the  struggle. 
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S.  BARING  GOULD 

THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould.  With  over  450  Illustrations  in  the  Text  and  13  Photo- 
gravure Plates.    Large  quarto.  36^. 

This  study  of  the  most  extraordinary  life  in  history  is  written  rather  for  the  general 
reader  than  for  the  military  student,  and  while  following  the  main  lines  of 
Napoleon's  career,  is  concerned  chiefly  with  the  development  of  his  character  and 
his  personal  qualities.  Special  stress  is  laid  on  his  early  life — the  period  in  which 
his  mind  and  character  took  their  definite  shape  and  direction. 

The  great  feature  of  the  book  is  its  wealth  of  illustration.  There  are  over  450 
illustrations,  large  and  small,  in  the  text,  and  there  are  also  more  than  a  dozen 
full  page  photogravures.  Every  important  incident  of  Napoleon's  career  has 
its  illustration,  while  there  are  a  large  number  of  portraits  of  his  contemporaries, 
reproductions  of  famous  pictures,  of  contemporary  caricatures,  of  his  handwriting, 
etc.  etc. 

It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  no  such  magnificent  book  on  Napoleon  has  ever  been 
published. 

VICTOR  HUGO 

THE  LETTERS  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Translated  from  the 
French  by  F.  Clarke,  M.A.  In  Two  Volumes.  Demy  Zvo. 
loj.  6^/.  each.     Vol.  I. 

This  is  the  first  volume  of  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  important  collection  of 
letters  ever  published  in  France.  The  correspondence  dates  from  Victor  Hugo's 
boyhood  to  his  death,  and  none  of  the  letters  have  been  published  before.  The 
arrangement  is  chiefly  chronological,  but  where  there  is  an  interesting  set  of 
letters  to  one  person  these  are  arranged  together.  The  first  volume  contains, 
among  others,  (i)  Letters  to  his  father  ;  (2)  to  his  young  wife  ;  (3)  to  his  confessor, 
Lamennais ;  (4)  a  very  important  set  of  about  fifty  letters  to  Sainte-Beuve ;  (5) 
letters  about  his  early  books  and  plays. 

J.  M.  RIGG 

ST.  ANSELM  OF  CANTERBURY:  A  Chapter  in  the 

History  of  Religion.     By  J.   M.  Rigg,  of  Lincoln's  Inn, 

Barrister-at-Law.    Demy  Svo.    Js.  6d. 

This  work  gives  for  the  first  time  in  moderate  compass  a  complete  portrait  of  St. 
Anselm,  exhibiting  him  in  his  intimate  and  interior  as  well  as  in  his  public  life. 
Thus,  while  the  great  ecclesiastico-political  struggle  in  which  he  played  so  prominent 
a  part  is  fully  dealt  with,  unusual  prominence  is  given  to  the  profound  and  subtle 
speculations  by  which  he  permanently  influenced  theological  and  metaphysical 
thought ;  while  it  will  be  a  surprise  to  most  readers  to  find  him  also  appearing  as 
the  author  of  some  of  the  most  exquisite  religious  poetry  in  the  Latin  language. 

EDWARD  GIBBON 

THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes, 
Appendices,  and  Maps  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin.  lit  Seven  Voliunes.  Demy  Svo,  gilt  top.  2>s.  6d. 
each.    Crown  Svo.    6s.  each.    Vol.  II. 
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W.  M.  FLINDERS  PETRIE 

A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to 
THE  Present  Day.  Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L., 
LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at  University  College.  Fully 
Illustrated.    In  Six  Volumes.    Crown  8vo.    6s.  each. 

Vol.  II.  XVII.-XVIII.  Dynasties.   W.  M.  F.  Petrie. 

'A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific  precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  promote  sound  and  accurate  study,  and  supply  a 
vacant  place  in  the  English  literature  of  Egyptology.' — Times. 

J.  WELLS 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  By  J.  Wells,  M.A.,  Fellow 
and  I^utor  of  Wadham  Coll.,  Oxford.  With  4  Maps.  Crown  8vo. 
3s.  6d.    350  />p. 

This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and  Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.   It  contains  copious  Tables,  etc. 

H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS 

THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  INDUSTRY.    By  H.  DE  B. 

GiBBiNS,  M.A.    With  5  Maps.    Bemy  Svo.    los.  6d.    Pp.  450. 

This  book  is  written  with  the  view  of  affording  a  clear  view  of  the  main  facts  of 
English  Social  and  Industrial  History  placed  in  due  perspective.  Beginning 
with  prehistoric  times,  it  passes  in  review  the  growth  and  advance  of  industry 
up  to  the  nineteenth  century,  showing  its  gradual  development  and  progress. 
The  author  has  endeavoured  to  place  before  his  readers  the  history  of  industry 
as  a  connected  whole  in  which  all  these  developments  have  their  proper  place. 
The  book  is  illustrated  by  Maps,  Diagrams,  and  Tables,  and  aided  by  copious 
Footnotes. 

MRS.  OLIPHANT 

THOMAS  CHALMERS.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    ^s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 


Naval  and  Military 

DAVID  HANNAY 

A  SHORT   HISTORY  OF    THE  ROYAL    NAVY,  from 

Early  Times  to  the  Present  Day.     By  David  Hannay. 

Illustrated.    Demy  Svo.    1 55-. 

This  book  aims  at  giving  an  account  not  only  of  the  fighting  we  have  done  at  sea, 
but  of  the  growth  of  the  service,  of  the  part  the  Navy  has  played  in  the  develop- 
ment of  the  Empire,  and  of  its  inner  life.  The  author  has  endeavoured  to  avoid 
the  mistake  of  sacrificing  the  earlier  periods  of  naval  history — the  very  interesting 
wars  with  Holland  in  the  seventeenth  century,  for  instance,  or  the  American 
War  of  1779-1783 — to  the  later  struggle  with  Revolutionary  and  Imperial  France. 
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COL.  COOPER  KING 


A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY.   By  Lieut.- 


Colonel  Cooper  King,  of  the  Staff  College,  Camberley.  Illustrated. 

Demy  8vo.  ys.  6d. 
This  volume  aims  at  describing  the  nature  of  the  different  armies  that  have  been 
formed  in  Great  Britain,  and  how  from  the  early  and  feudal  levies  the  present 
standing  army  came  to  be.  The  changes  in  tactics,  uniform,  and  armament  are 
briefly  touched  upon,  and/  the  campaigns  in  which  the  army  has  shared  have 
been  so  far  followed  as  to  explain  the  part  played  by  British  regiments  in  them. 


G.  W.  STEEVENS 

NAVAL  POLICY :  With  a  Description  of  English  and 
Foreign  Navies.    By  G.  W.  Steevens.    Demy  Svo.  6s. 


This  book  is  a  description  of  the  British  and  other  more  important  navies  of  the  world, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  lines  on  which  our  naval  policy  might  possibly  be  developed. 
It  describes  our  recent  naval  policy,  and  shows  what  our  naval  force  really  is.  A 
detailed  but  non-technical  account  is  given  of  the  instruments  of  modern  warfare — 
guns,  armour,  engines,  and  the  like — with  a  view  to  determine  how  far  we  are 
abreast  of  modern  invention  and  modern  requirements.  An  ideal  policy  is  then 
sketched  for  the  building  and  manning  of  our  fleet ;  and  the  last  chapter  is 
devoted  to  docks,  coaling-stations,  and  especially  colonial  defence. 


F.  B.  JEVONS 

AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF  RELIGION. 
By  F,  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Fellow  of  the  University  of 
Durham.    Demy  Svo.    I2s.  6d. 

This  is  the  third  number  of  the  series  of  'Theological  Handbooks'  edited  by  Dr. 
Robertson  of  Durham,  in  which  have  already  appeared  Dr.  Gibson's  'XXXIX. 
Articles'  and  Mr.  Ottley's  'Incarnation.' 

Mr.  F.  B.  Jevons'  '  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Religion'  treats  of  early  religion, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  Anthropology  and  Folk-lore  ;  and  is  the  first  attempt 
that  has  been  made  in  any  language  to  weave  together  the  results  of  recent 
investigations  into  such  topics  as  Sympathetic  Magic,  Taboo,  Totemism, 
Fetishism,  etc.,  so  as  to  present  a  systematic  account  of  the  growth  of  primitive 
religion  and  the  development  of  early  religious  institutions. 


THE  BE  CATECHIZANDIS  RUDIBUS  OF  ST.  AUGUS- 
TINE. Edited,  with  Introduction,  Notes,  etc.,  by  W.  YORKE 
Faussett,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  Coll.    Crown  Svo.    3^.  6d. 

An  edition  of  a  Treatise  on  the  Essentials  of  Christian  Doctrine,  and  the  best 
methods  of  impressing  them  on  candidates  for  baptism.  The  editor  bestows  upon 
this  patristic  work  the  same  care  which  a  treatise  of  Cicero  might  claim.  There 
is  a  general  Introduction,  a  careful  Analysis,  a  full  Commentary,  and  other  useful 
matter.  No  better  introduction  to  the  study  of  the  Latin  Fathers,  their  style  and 
diction,  could  be  found  than  this  treatise,  which  also  has  no  lack  of  modern  interest. 


W.  YORKE  FAUSSETT 
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General  Literature 

C.  F.  ANDREWS 

CHRISTIANITY  AND  THE  LABOUR  QUESTION.  By 
C.  F.  Andrews,  B.A.    Crown  8vo.    is.  6d. 

R.  E.  STEEL 

MAGNETISM  AND  ELECTRICITY.  By  R.  Elliott 
Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.    4s.  6d. 

G.  LOWES  DICKINSON 

THE  GREEK  VIEW  OF  LIFE.  By  G.  L.  Dickinson, 
Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge.    Crowji  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

[  University  Extension  Series. 

J.  A.  HOBSON 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UNEMPLOYED.  By  J.  A. 
HOBSON,  B.A.,  Author  of  'The  Problems  of  Poverty.'  Crown  Svo. 
2s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

S.  E.  BALLY 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRESPONDENCE.  By  S. 
E.  Bally,  Assistant  Master  at  the  Manchester  Grammar  School. 
Crown  Svo.    2s.  [Commercial  Series. 

L.  F.  PRICE 

ECONOMIC  ESSAYS.  By  L.  F.  Price,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel 
College,  Oxford.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

This  book  consists  of  a  number  of  Studies  in  Economics  and  Industrial  and  Social 
Problems. 


Fiction 

MARIE  CORELLI'S  ROMANCES 

FIRST  COMPLETE  AND  UNIFORM  EDITION 
Large  crown  Svo.  6s. 
Messrs.  Methuen  beg  to  announce  that  they  have  commenced  the  pub- 
lication of  a  New  and  Uniform  Edition  of  Marie  Corelli's  Romances. 
This  Edition  is  revised  by  the  Author,  and  contains  new  Prefaces.  The 
volumes  are  being  issued  at  short  intervals  in  the  following  order  : — 

I.  A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS.  2.  VENDETTA. 
3.  THELMA.  4.  ARDATH. 

5.  THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  6.  WORMWOOD. 

7.  BARABBAS.  8.  THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN. 
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BARING  GOULD 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
GUAVAS  THE  TINNER.    By  S.  Baring  Gould,  Author  of 

'  Mehalah,' '  The  Broom  Squire,' etc.  Ilhistrated.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
THE    PENNYCOMEOUICKS.      By  S.   Baring  Gould. 

New  Edition.    Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
A  new  edition,  uniform  with  the  Author's  other  novels. 

LUCAS  MALET 

THE  CARISSIMA.  By  Lucas  Malet,  Author  of '  The  Wages  of 
Sin,'  etc.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 
This  is  the  first  novel  which  Lucas  Malet  has  written  since  her  very  powerful  '  The 
Wages  of  Sin.' 

ARTHUR  MORRISON 

A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.   By  Arthur  Morrison.  Author 

of  '  Tales  of  Mean  Streets.'    Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

This,  the  first  long  story  which  Mr.  Llorrison  has  written,  is  like  his  remarkable 
'Tales  of  Mean  Streets,'  a  realistic  study  of  East  End  life. 

W.  E.  NORRIS 

CLARISSA  FURIOSA.    By  W.  E.  NORRis,  'Author  of  'The 
Rogue,'  etc.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

L.  COPE  CORNFORD 

CAPTAIN  JACOBUS  :  A  ROMANCE  OF  HIGHWAYMEN. 
By  L.  Cope  Cornford.    Illustrated.    Crown  ?>vo.  6s. 

J.  BLOUNDELLE  BURTON 

DENOUNCED.    By  J.  Bloundelle  Burton,  Author  of  '  In 
the  Day  of  Adversity,'  etc.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

J.  MACLAREN  COBBAN 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  WOMAN?    By  J.  M.  Cobban, 
Author  of  '  The  King  of  Andaman.'    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

J.  F.  BREWER 

THE  SPECULATORS.    By  J.  F.  Brewer.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
A.  BALFOUR 

BY  STROKE  OF  SWORD.    By  Andrew  Balfour.  Crown 
Svo.  6s. 
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M.  A.  OWEN 

THE  DAUGHTER  OF  ALOUETTE.    By  Mary  A.  Owen. 

Crown  Zvo.  6j. 
A  story  of  life  among  the  American  Indians. 

RONALD  ROSS 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  STORM.     By  Ronald  Ross,  Author  of 
'  The  Child  of  Ocean. '    Ci'own  Svo.  6s, 
A  romance  of  the  Sea. 

J.  A.  BARRY 

IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP  :  Tales  of  the  Sea.    By  J.  A. 
Barry.    Author  of  'Steve  Brown's  Bunyip.'    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

JAMES  GORDON 

THE  VILLAGE  AND  THE  DOCTOR.    By  James  Gordon. 
Crown  Stjo.  6s. 

BERTRAM  MITFORD 

THE  SIGN  OF  THE  SPIDER.   By  Bertram  Mitford. 
Crown  8vo.    3^-.  6d. 
A  story  of  South  Africa. 

A.  SHIELD 

THE  SQUIRE  OF  WANDALES.  By  A.  Shield.  Crown  Zvo. 
3J.  6d. 

G.  W.  STEEVENS 

MONOLOGUES  OF  THE  DEAD.     By  G.  W.  Steevens. 
Foolscap  Svo.    3^.  6d. 
A  series  of  Soliloquies  in  which  famous  men  of  antiquity — Julius  Caesar,  Nero, 
Alcibiades,  etc.,  attempt  to  express  themselves  in  the  modes  of  thought  and 
language  of  to-day. 

S.  GORDON 

A  HANDFUL  OF  EXOTICS.    By  S.  GORDON.    Crown  Svo. 
Ss.  6d. 

A  volume  of  stories  of  Jewish  life  in  Russia. 

P.  NEUMANN 

THE  SUPPLANTER.    By  P.  Neumann.  Crown  %vo.    3.?.  6d. 
EVELYN  DICKINSON 

THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.  By  Evelyn  Dickinson.  CrownZvo. 
Zs.  6d. 

H.  A.  KENNEDY 

A  MAN  WITH  BLACK  EYELASHES.  By  H.  A.  Kennedy. 
Crown  Svo.    3J.  6d, 
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Poetry 

Rudyard   Kipling.     BARRACK-ROOM    BALLADS;  And 

Other  Verses.  By  Rudyard  Kipling.  Ninth  Edition.  Crown 
Stjo.  6s. 

'Mr.  Kipling's  verse  is  strong,  vivid,  full  of  character.  .  .  .  Unmistakable  genius 
rings  in  every  line.' — Times. 

'"Barrack-Room  Ballads"  contains  some  of  the  best  work  that  Mr.  Kipling  has 
2ver  done,  which  is  saying  a  good  deal.  "  Fuzzy-Wuzzy,"  Gunga  Din,"  and 
"Tommy,"  are,  in  our  opinion,  altogether  superior  to  anything  of  the  kind  that 
English  literature  has  hitherto  produced.' — Athemeum. 
'  The  ballads  teem  with  imagination,  they  palpitate  with  emotion.  We  read  them 
with  laughter  and  tears ;  the  metres  throb  in  our  pulses,  the  cunningly  ordered 
words  tingle  with  life  ;  and  if  this  be  not  poetry,  what  is?' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"Q."  THE  GOLDEN  POMP  :  A  Procession  of  English  Lyrics 
from  Surrey  to  Shirley,  arranged  by  A.  T.  QuiLLER  CoucH.  Crown 
2>vo.    Buckram.  6s. 
'  A  delightful  volume  :  a  really  golden  "Pomp." ' — Spectator. 

"  Q."   GREEN  BAYS  :  Verses  and  Parodies.    By  "  Q.,"  Author 
of  '  Dead  Man's  Rock,'  etc.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    35.  6d. 
'  The  verses  display  a  rare  and  versatile  gift  of  parody,  great  command  of  metre,  and 
a  very  pretty  turn  of  humour.' — Times. 

H.  C.  Beeching.   LYRA  SACRA  :  An  Anthology  of  Sacred  Verse. 
Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.     Crozun  Svo.    Buckram.  6s. 
'  An  anthology  of  high  excellence.' — Athenceum. 

'  A  charming  selection,  which  maintains  a  lofty  standard  of  excellence.' — Times. 

W.  B.  Yeats.     AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF   IRISH  VERSE. 
Edited  by  W.  B.  Yeats.    Crown  Svo.    3^.  6d. 
'  An  attractive  and  catholic  selection.'— Times. 

'  It  is  edited  by  the  most  original  and  most  accomplished  of  modern  Irish  poets,  and 
against  his  editing  but  a  single  objection  can  be  brought,  namely,  that  it  excludes 
from  the  collection  his  own  delicate  lyrics.' — Saturday  Review. 

E.  Mackay.  A  SONG  OF  THE  SEA  :  My  Lady  of  Dreams, 
AND  OTHER  PoEMS.  By  Eric  Mackay,  Author  of  *  The  Love 
Letters  of  a  Violinist.'    Second  Edition.    Fcap.  %vo,  gilt  top.  5^. 

'  Everywhere  Mr.  Mackay  displays  himself  the  master  of  a  style  marked  by  all  the 
characteristics  of  the  best  rhetoric.  He  has  a  keen  sense  of  rhythm  and  of  general 
balance  ;  his  verse  is  excellently  sonorous.' — Globe. 

'  Throughout  the  book  the  poetic  workmanship  is  Cine.'— Scotsman. 
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Ibsen.    BRAND.    A  Drama  by  Henrik  Ibsen.    Translated  by 
William  Wilson.    Second  Edition.    Crowtt  Svo.    2^.  6d. 

'The  greatest  world-poem  of  the  nineteenth  century  next  to  "Faust."  It  is  in 
the  same  set  with  "Agamemnon,"  with  "  Lear,"  with  the  literature  that  we  now 
instinctively  regard  as  high  and  holy.'— ZJaz'/y  Chronicle. 

"A.G."  VERSES  TO  ORDER.   By"A.  G."    Cr.Zvo.   2s.  6d. 
net. 

A  small  volume  of  verse  by  a  writer  whose  initials  are  well  known  to  Oxford  men. 
'  A  capital  specimen  of  light  academic  poetry.    These  verses  are  very  bright  and 
engaging,  easy  and  sufficiently  witty.'— .S"/.  James  s  Gazette. 

F.  Langbridge.  BALLADS  OF  THE  BRAVE:  Poems  of 
Chivalry,  Enterprise,  Courage,  and  Constancy,  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  F.  Lang- 
bridge.  Crown  Svo.  Biukram.  35.  6d.  School  Edition.  2s.  6d. 
'  A  very  happy  conception  happily  carried  out.  These  "Ballads  of  the  Brave"  are 
intended  to  suit  the  real  tastes  of  boys,  and  will  suit  the  taste  of  the  great  majority.' 
— Spectator.  '  The  book  is  full  of  splendid  things.' — World- 

Lang  and  Craigie.   THE  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A.  Craigie.    With  Portrait. 
De77iy  Svo,  gilt  top.  (>s. 
This  edition  contains  a  carefully  collated  Text,  numerous  Notes,  critical  and  textual, 

a  critical  and  biographical  Introduction,  and  a  Glossary. 
'Among  the  editions  in  one  volume,  Mr.  Andrew  Lang's  will  take  the  place  of 
authority.' —  Times. 

'  To  the  general  public  the  beauty  of  its  type,  and  the  fair  proportions  of  its  pages,  as 
well  as  the  excellent  chronological  arrangement  of  the  poems,  should  make  it 
acceptable  enough.  Mr.  Lang  and  his  publishers  have  certainly  succeeded  in 
producing  an  attractive  popular  edition  of  the  poet,  in  which  the  brightly  written 
biographical  introduction  is  not  the  least  notable  feature.' — Glasgow  Herald. 


English  Classics 

Edited  by  W.  E.  Henley. 

*  Very  dainty  volumes  are  these  ;  the  paper,  type,  and  light-green  binding  are  all 
very  agreeable  to  the  eye.  Simplex  munditiis  is  the  phrase  that  might  be  applied 
to  them.' — Globe. 

'  The  volumes  are  strongly  bound  in  green  buckram,  are  of  a  convenient  size,  and 
pleasant  to  look  upon,  so  that  whether  on  the  shelf,  or  on  the  table,  or  in  the  hand 
the  possessor  is  thoroughly  content  with  them.' — Guardian. 

'The  paper,  type,  and  binding  of  this  edition  are  in  excellent  taste,  and  leave 
nothing  to  be  desired  by  lovers  of  literature.' — Standard. 

THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS  OF  TRISTRAM  SHANDY. 
By  Lawrence  Sterne.  With  an  Introduction  by  Charles 
Whibley,  and  a  Portrait.    2  vols.  Js. 

THE  COMEDIES  OF  WILLIAM  CONGREVE.  With 
an  Introduction  by  G.  S.  Street,  and  a  Portrait.    2  vols.  ys. 
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THE  ADVENTURES  OF  HAJJI  BABA  OF  ISPAHAN. 
By  James  Morier.  With  an  Introduction  by  E.  G.  Browne,  M.  A., 
and  a  Portrait.    2  vols.  "js. 

THE  LIVES  OF  DONNE,  WOTTON,  HOOKER,  HER- 
BERT, AND  SANDERSON.  By  Izaak  V/alton.  With  an 
Introduction  by  Vernon  Blackburn,  and  a  Portrait.    3^-.  dd. 

THE  LIVES  OF  THE  ENGLISH  POETS.  By  Samuel 
Johnson,  LL.D.  With  an  Introduction  by  J.  H.  Millar,  and  a 
Portrait.    3  z'ols.    \os.  6d. 

Illustrated  Books 

Jane  Barlow.  THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE, 
translated  by  Jane  Barlow,  Author  of  '  Irish  Idylls,'  and  pictured 
by  F.  D.  Bedford.    Small  4I0.    6s.  net. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES  retold  by  S. 
Baring  Gould.  With  numerous  illustrations  and  initial  letters  by 
Arthur  J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition.  CrowjiZvo.  Bnckram.  (ys. 
'Mr.  Baring  Gould  has  done  a  good  deed,  and  is  deserving  of  gratitude,  in  re-writing 
in  honest,  simple  style  the  old  stories  that  delighted  the  childhood  of  "our  fathers 
and  grandfathers."  We  do  not  think  he  has  omitted  any  of  our  favourite  stories, 
the  stories  that  are  commonly  regarded  as  merely  "  old  fashioned."  As  to  the  form 
of  the  book,  and  the  printing,  which  is  by  Messrs.  Constable,  it  were  difficult  10 
commend  overmuch.  — Saturday  Reznezv. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  Col- 
lected and  edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould.  With  Numerous  Illustra- 
tions by  F.  D.  Bedford,  Second  Edition.  CrowitZvo.  Buckram,  ds. 
'A  charming  volume,  which  children  will  be  sure  to  appreciate.  The  stories  have 
been  selected  with  great  ingenuity  from  various  old  ballads  and  folk-tales,  and, 
having  been  somewhat  altered  and  readjusted,  now  stand  forth,  clothed  in  Mr. 
Baring  Gould's  delightful  English,  to  enchant  youthful  readers.  All  the  tales 
are  good.' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  BOOK  OF  NURSERY  SONGS  AND 
RHYMES.  Edited  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  and  Illustrated  by  the 
Birmingham  Art  School.  Bnch  am,  gilt  top.  Crown  2>vo.  6s. 
'  The  volume  is  very  complete  in  its  way,  as  it  contains  nursery  songs  to  the  number 
of  77»  game-rhymes,  and  jingles.  To  the  student  we  commend  the  sensible  intro- 
duction, and  the  explanatory  potes.  The  volume  is  superbly  printed  on  soft, 
thick  paper,  which  it  is  a  pleasure  to  touch  ;  and  the  borders  and  pictures  are,  as 
we  have  said,  among  the  very  best  specimens  we  have  seen  of  the  Gaskin  school.' 
— Dir}7tinghain  Gazette. 
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H.  C.  Beeching.  A  BOOK  OF  CHRISTMAS  VERSE.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  and  Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane. 
Crown  Sz/o,  gilt  top.  55. 
A  collection  of  the  best  verse  inspired  by  the  birth  of  Christ  from  the  Middle  Ages 
to  the  present  day.  A  distinction  of  the  book  is  the  large  number  of  poems  it 
contains  by  modern  authors,  a  few  of  which  are  here  printed  for  the  first  time. 
'  An  anthology  which,  from  its  unity  of  aim  and  high  poetic  excellence,  has  a  better 
right  to  exist  than  most  of  its  fellows.' — Gtiardian. 


Gibbon.  THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN 
EMPIRE.  By  Edward  Gibbon.  A  New  Edition,  Edited  with 
Notes,  Appendices,  and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,  Dublin.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  Gilt  top. 
Zs.  6d.  each.    Also  crown  8vo.    6s.  each.     Vol.  I. 

'  The  time  has  certainly  arrived  for  a  new  edition  of  Gibbon's  great  work.  .  .  .  Pro- 
fessor Bury  is  the  right  man  to  undertake  this  task.  His  learning  is  amazing, 
both  in  extent  and  accuracy.  The  book  is  issued  in  a  handy  form,  and  at  a 
moderate  price,  and  it  is  admirably  printed.' — Tunes. 

'  The  edition  is  edited  as  a  classic  should  be  edited,  removing  nothing,  yet  indicating 
the  value  of  the  text,  and  bringing  it  up  to  date.  It  promises  to  be  of  the  utmost 
value,  and  will  be  a  welcome  addition  to  many  libraries.' — Scotsman. 

'  This  edition,  so  far  as  one  may  judge  from  the  first  instalment,  is  a  marvel  of 
erudition  and  critical  skill,  and  it  is  the  very  minimum  of  praise  to  predict  that  the 
seven  volumes  of  it  will  supersede  Dean  Milman's  as  the  standard  edition  of  our 
great  historical  classic' — Glasgow  Herald. 

'  The  beau-ideal  Gibbon  has  arrived  at  last.' — Sketch. 

'  At  last  there  is  an  adequate  modern  edition  of  Gibbon.  .  .  ,  The  best  edition  the 
nineteenth  century  could  produce.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

Flinders  Petrie.  A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Edited  by  W.  M.  Flinders 
Petrie,  D.C.L.,  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Egyptology  at  University 
College.   Fully  Illustrated.   In  Six  Vohimes.    Crown  8vo.    6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Prehistoric  Times  to  XVI.  Dynasty.     W.  M.  F. 
Petrie.    Second  Edition. 
'  A  history  written  in  the  spirit  of  scientific  precision  so  worthily  represented  by  Dr. 
Petrie  and  his  school  cannot  but  promote  sound  and  accurate  study,  and 
supply  a  vacant  place  in  the  English  literature  of  Egyptology.'— Zzw^j. 

Flinders  Petrie.     EGYPTIAN  TALES.     Edited  by  W.  M. 

Flinders  Petrie.    Illustrated  by  Tristram  Ellis.    In  Two 

Volumes.    Crown  Svo.    3^.  6d.  each. 
'A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  comparative  folk-lore.    The  drawings  are 

really  illustrations  in  the  literal  sense  of  the  word.' — Globe. 
'  It  has  a  scientific  value  to  the  student  of  history  and  archaeology.' — Scotsman. 
'Invaluable  as  a  picture  of  life  in  Palestine  and  'E.gy^X.'— Daily  News. 
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Flinders  Petrie.  EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  By 
W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  D.C.L.  With  120  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo.    35-.  6d. 

'  Professor  Flinders  Petrie  is  not  only  a  profound  Egyptologist,  but  an  accomplished 
student  of  comparative  archccology.  In  these  lectures,  delivered  at  the  Royal 
Institution,  he  displays  both  qualifications  with  rare  skill  in  elucidating  the 
development  of  decorative  art  in  Egypt,  and  in  tracing  its  influence  on  the 
art  of  other  countries.  Few  experts  can  speak  with  higher  authority  and  wider 
knowledge  than  the  Professor  himself,  and  in  any  case  his  treatment  of  his  sub- 
ject is  full  of  learning  and  insight.' — Times. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  C^SARS. 
The  Emperors  of  the  Julian  and  Claudian  Lines.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  from  Busts,  Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  By  S.  Baring  Gould, 
Author  of  '  Mehalah,'  etc.  Third  Edition.  Royal  %vo.  \^s. 
'  A  most  splendid  and  fascinating  book  on  a  subject  of  undying  interest.  The  great 
feature  of  the  book  is  the  use  the  author  has  made  of  the  existing  portraits  of  the 
Caesars,  and  the  admirable  critical  subtlety  he  has  exhibited  in  dealing  with  this 
line  of  research.  It  is  brilliantly  written,  and  the  illustrations  are  supplied  on  a 
scale  of  profuse  magnificence.' — Daily  Chrofiicle. 
'  The  volumes  will  in  no  sense  disappoint  the  general  reader.  Indeed,  in  their  way, 
there  is  nothing  in  any  sense  so  good  in  English.  .  .  .  Mr.  Baring  Gould  has 
presented  his  narrative  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  make  one  dull  page.' — AthencEum. 

A.  Clark.  THE  COLLEGES  OF  OXFORD  :  Their  History, 
their  Traditions.  By  Members  of  the  University.  Edited  by  A. 
Clark,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Lincoln  College.   Zvo.    \2.s.  6d. 

'  A  work  which  will  certainly  be  appealed  to  for  many  years  as  the  standard  book  on 
the  Colleges  of  Oxford.' — Athenceum. 

Perrens.  THE  HISTORY  OF  FLORENCE  FROM  1434 
TO  1492.  By  F.  T.  Perrens.  Translated  by  Hannah  Lynch. 
%vo.    \2s.  6d. 

A  history  of  Florence  under  the  domination  of  Cosimo,  Piero,  and  Lorenzo  de 
Medicis. 

'  This  is  a  standard  book  by  an  honest  and  intelligent  historian,  who  has  deserved 
well  of  all  who  are  interested  in  Italian  history.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh.  THE  CAMPAIGN  OF  WATERLOO. 
By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  B.A.    With  Flans.    Crowti  Zvo.  5^. 

'A  brilliant  essay — simple,  sound,  and  thorough.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

•  A  study,  the  most  concise,  the  most  lucid,  the  most  critical  that  has  been  produced.' 
— Birjninghavi  Mercury, 

'  A  careful  and  precise  study,  a  fair  and  impartial  criticism,  and  an  eminently  read- 
able book.' — Admiralty  and  Horse  Guards  Gazette. 

H.  B.George.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  ByH.  B. 
George,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford.  With  mtnierous 
Plans.     Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  Mr.  George  has  undertaken  a  very  useful  task — that  of  making  military  affairs  in- 
telligible and  instructive  to  non-military  readers — and  has  executed  it  with  laud- 
able intelligence  and  industry,  and  with  a  large  measure  of  success.' — Times. 

'This  book  is  almost  a  revelation  ;  and  we  heartily  congratulate  the  author  on  his 
work  and  on  the  prospect  of  the  reward  he  has  well  deserved  for  so  much  con- 
scientious and  sustained  labour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
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0.  Browning.  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  MEDIAEVAL  ITALY, 
A.D.  1250-1530.  By  Oscar  Browning,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  King  s 
College,  Cambridge.  Second  Edition.  In  Two  Volumes.  Crown 
?>vo.    ^s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  1 250- 1409. — Guelphs  and  Ghibellines. 

Vol.  n.  1409- 1530. —The  Age  of  the  Condottieri. 

'A  vivid  picture  of  mediaeval  Italy.' — Standard. 

'Mr.  Browning  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  production  of  a  work  of  immense 
labour  and  learning.' — Westminster  Gazette. 

O'Grady.     THE  STORY  OF  IRELAND.     By  Standish 
O'Grady,  Author  of  '  Finn  and  his  Companions.'    Cr.  %vo.    2s.  6d. 
'  Most  delightful,  most  stimulating.    Its  racy  humour,  its  original  imaginings, 

make  it  one  of  the  freshest,  breeziest  volumes.' — Methodist  Times. 
'A  survey  at  once  graphic,  acute,  and  quaintly  written.' — Times. 


Biography 

E,  .  L.  Stevenson.    VAILIMA  LETTERS.  By  Robert  Louis 

Stevenson.    With  an  Etched  Portrait  by  William  Strang,  and 

other  Illustrations.   Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    Buckram.    Js.  6d. 
'  The  Vailima  Letters  are  rich  in  all  the  varieties  of  that  charm  which  have  secured 

for  Stevenson  the  affection  of  many  others  besides  "journalists,  fellow-novelists, 

and  boys."' — The  Times. 
'  Few  publications  have  in  our  time  been  more  eagerly  awaited  than  these  "Vailima 

Letters,"  giving  the  first  fruits  of  the  correspondence  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

But,  high  as  the  tide  of  expectation  has  run,  no  reader  can  possibly  be  disappointed 

in  the  result.' — St.  James's  Gazette. 
'  For  the  student  of  English  literature  these  letters  indeed  are  a  treasure.  They 

are  more  like  "  Scott's  Journal"  in  kind  than  any  other  literary  autobiography.' 

— National  Observer. 

F.  W.  Joyce.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  FREDERICK  GORE 
OUSELEY.  By  F.  W.  Joyce,  M.A.  With  Portraits  and  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  Svo.    "js.  6d. 

'  All  the  materials  have  been  well  digested,  and  the  book  gives  us  a  complete  picture 
of  the  life  of  one  who  will  ever  be  held  in  loving  remembrance  by  his  personal 
friends,  and  who  in  the  history  of  music  in  this  country  will  always  occupy  a 
prominent  position  on  account  of  the  many  services  he  rendered  to  the  art.' — 
Musical  News. 

'  This  book  has  been  undertaken  in  quite  the  right  spirit,  and  written  with  sympathy, 
insight,  and  considerable  literary  skill.' — Times. 

W.  a.  Collingwood.  THE  LIFE  OF  JOHN  RUSKIN.  By 
W.  G.  Collingwood,  M.A.,  Editor  of  Mr.  Ruskin's  Poems.  With 
numerous  Portraits,  and  13  Drawings  by  Mr.  Ruskin.  Second 
Edition.    2  vols.    Svo.  32^. 

'  No  more  magnificent  volumes  have  been  published  for  a  long  time.'  — Tijnes. 

'  It  is  long  since  we  had  a  biography  with  such  delights  of  substance  and  of  form. 
Such  a  book  is  a  pleasure  for  the  day,  and  a  joy  for  ever.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  A  noble  monument  of  a  noble  subject.  One  of  the  most  beautiful  books  about  one 
of  the  noblest  lives  of  our  century.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
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C.  Waldstein.  JOHN  RUSKIN  :  a  Study.  By  Charles 
Waldstein,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge.  With  a 
Photogravure  Portrait  after  Professor  Herkomer.  Post  8vo.  ^s. 
'A  thoughtful,  impartial,  well-written  criticism  of  Ruskin's  teaching,  intended  to 
separate  what  the  author  regards  as  valuable  and  permanent  from  what  is  transient 
and  erroneous  in  the  great  master's  writing.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

W.  H.  Hutton.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  MORE.  By 
W.  H.  Hutton,  M.A.,  Author  of  '  William  Laud.'  With  Portraits. 
Crown  8vo.  ^s. 

'  The  book  lays  good  claim  to  high  rank  among  our  biographies.    It  is  excellently, 

even  lovingly,  written.' — Scotsman. 
'  An  excellent  monograph.' — Tivies. 
'  A  most  complete  presentation.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

M.  Kaufmann.    CHARLES  KINGSLEY.   By  M.  Kaufmann, 
M.A.     Crown  %vo.    Buckram,  ^s. 
A  biography  of  Kingsley,  especially  dealing  with  his  achievements  in  social  reform. 
'The  author  has  certainly  gone  about  his  work  with  conscientiousness  and  industry.  — 
Sheffield  Daily  Telegraph. 

A.  F.  Robbins.  THE  EARLY  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  EWART 
GLADSTONE.  By  A.  F.  Robbins.  With  Portraits.  Crown 
Stjo.  6s. 

'  Considerable  labour  and  much  skill  of  presentation  have  not  oeen  unworthily 
expended  on  this  interesting  work.' — Tivies. 

Clark  RusselL  THE  LIFE  OF  ADMIRAL  LORD  COL- 
LINGWOOD.  By  W.  Clark  Russell,  Author  of  '  The  Wreck 
of  the  Grosvenor.'  With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn.  Third 
Edition.     Cro^un  Svo.  6s. 

'  A  most  excellent  and  wholesome  book,  which  we  should  like  to  see  in  the  hands  of 
every  boy  in  the  country.' — St.  James's  Gazette. 

'A  really  good  book.' — Saturday  Review. 

Southey.    ENGLISH  SEAMEN  (Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins, 
Drake,   Cavendish).     By  Robert  Southey.     Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  David  Hannay.    Second  Edition.    CrownZvo.  6s. 
'Admirable  and  well-told  stories  of  our  naval  history.' — Army  and  Navy  Gazette. 
'A  brave,  inspiriting  book.' — Black  and  White. 

'  The  work  of  a  master  of  style,  and  delightful  all  through.'— Z><iz7_j/  Chronicle. 

General  Literature 

S.  Baring  Gould.  OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  By  S.  Baring 
Gould,  Author  of  '  Mehalah,'  etc.  With  Sixty-seven  Illustrations 
by  W.  Parkinson,  F.  D.  Bedford,  and  F.  Masey.  Large 
Crown  Svo.  los,  6d.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition,  6s. 
"  Old  Country  Life,"  as  healthy  wholesome  reading,  full  of  breezy  life  and  move- 
ment, full  of  quaint  stories  vigorously  told,  will  not  be  excelled  by  any  book  to  be 
published  throughout  the  year.  Sound,  hearty,  and  English  to  the  core.' — World. 
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S.  Baring  Gould.    HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  By  S.  Baring  Gould.    Third  Edition.   Crown  %vo.  6j. 
'  A  collection  of  exciting  and  entertaining  chapters.    The  whole  volume  is  delightful 
reading. ' —  Times. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  FREAKS  OF  FANATICISM.  By  S.  Baring 

Gould.     Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  Mr.  Baring  Gould  has  a  keen  eye  for  colour  and  effect,  and  the  subjects  he  has 
chosen  give  ample  scope  to  his  descriptive  and  analytic  faculties.    A  perfectly 
fascinating  hook.'—Scottis/i  Leader. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  A  GARLAND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional  Melodies.  Collected  and 
arranged  by  S.  Baring  Gould  and  H.  Fleetwood  Sheppard. 
Demy  Ofto.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  SONGS  OF  THE  WEST:  Traditional 
Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England,  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  by  S.  Baring  Gould,  M.A.,  and  H.  Fleet- 
wood Sheppard,  M.  A.  Arranged  for  Voice  and  Piano.  In  4  Parts 
(containing  25  Songs  each),  Parts  /.,  //.,  ///.,  3^-.  each.  Part 
/F.,  55-.  In  one  Vol.,  French  morocco^  155. 
'A  rich  collection  of  humour,  pathos,  grace,  and  poetic  fancy.' — Saturday  Review. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.    Fourth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

S.  Baring  Gould.    STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPER- 
STITIONS.    With  Illustrations.   By  S.  Baring  Gould.  Crown 
Svo.    Second  Edition.  6s. 
'  We  have  read  Mr.  Baring  Gould's  book  from  beginning  to  end.     It  is  full  of  quaint 
and  various  information,  and  there  is  not  a  dull  page  in  it. ' — Notes  and  Queries. 

S.  Baring  Gould.  THE  DESERTS  OF  SOUTHERN 
FRANCE.  By  S.  Baring. Gould.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
by  F.  D.  Bedford,  S.  Hutton,  etc.    2  vols.    Demy  Svo.  325-. 

This  book  is  the  first  serious  attempt  to  describe  the  great  barren  tableland  that 
extends  to  the  south  of  Limousin  in  the  Department  of  Aveyron,  Lot,  etc.,  a 
country  of  dolomite  cliffs,  and  canons,  and  subterranean  rivers.  The  region  is 
full  of  prehistoric  and  historic  interest,  relics  of  cave-dwellers,  of  mediaeval 
robbers,  and  of  the  English  domination  and  the  Hundred  Years'  War. 

'  His  two  richly-illustrated  volumes  are  full  of  matter  of  interest  to  the  geologist, 
the  archaeologist,  and  the  student  of  history  and  manners.' — Scotst7ian. 

'  It  deals  with  its  subject  in  a  manner  which  rarely  fails  to  arrest  attention.' — Times. 

R.  S.  Baden-Powell.  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH.  A 
Diary  of  Life  with  the  Native  Levy  in  Ashanti,  1895.  By  Lieut.-Col. 
Baden-Powell.  With  21  Illustrations,  a  Map,  and  a  Special 
Chapter  on  the  Political  and  Commercial  Position  of  Ashanti  by  Sir 
George  Baden-Powell,  K.C.M.G.,  M.P.    Demy  Svo.    los.  6d. 

'  A  compact,  faithful,  most  readable  record  of  the  campaign.' — Daily  News. 
'  A  bluff  and  vigorous  narrative.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
'  A  really  interesting  hook.'  —Yorkshire  Post. 
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W.  E.  Gladstone.  THE  SPEECHES  AND  PUBLIC  AD- 
DRESSES OF  THE  RT.  HON.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P. 
Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A.,  and  H.  J.  Cohen,  M.A.  With 
Portraits.    Svo.     Vols.  IX.  and  X.    12s.  6d.  each. 

Henley  and  Whibley.  A  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  PROSE. 
Collected  by  W.  E.  Henley  and  Charles  Whibley.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 

'A  unique  volume  of  extracts — an  art  gallery  of  early  prose.' — Bir7nhigham  Post. 

'  An  admirable  companion  to  Mr.  Henley's  "  Lyra  Heroica."' — Saturday  Review. 

'  Quite  delightful.  The  choice  made  has  been  excellent,  and  the  volume  has  been 
most  admirably  printed  by  Messrs.  Constable.  A  greater  treat  for  those  not  well 
acquainted  with  pre-Restoration  prose  could  not  be  imagined.' — Athenceum. 

J.  Wells.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD  LIFE.  By  Members  of 
the  University.  Edited  by  J.  Wells,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Wadham  College.    Crozmi  8z>o.    p.  6d. 

This  work  contains  an  account  of  life  at  Oxford— intellectual,  social,  and  religious— 
a  careful  estimate  of  necessary  expenses,  a  review  of  recent  changes,  a  statement 
of  the  present  position  of  the  University,  and  chapters  on  Women's  Education, 
aids  to  study,  and  University  Extension. 

'  We  congratulate  Mr.  Wells  on  the  production  of  a  readable  and  intelligent  account 
of  Oxford  as  it  is  at  the  present  time,  written  by  persons  who  are  possessed  of  a 
close  acquaintance  with  the  system  and  life  of  the  University.' — Athencetcm. 

W.  M.  Dixon.  A  PRIMER  OF  TENNYSON.  By  W.  M. 
Dixon,  ALA.,  Professor  of  English  Literature  at  Mason  College. 
Crown  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

'  Much  sound  and  well-expressed  criticism  and  acute  literary  judgments.  The  biblio- 
graphy is  a  boon.' — Speaker. 

'  No  better  estimate  of  the  late  Laureate's  work  has  yet  been  published.  His  sketch 
of  Tennyson's  life  contains  everything  essential ;  his  bibliography  is  full  and  con- 
cise :  his  literary  criticism  is  most  interesting.' — Glasg02v  Herald. 

W.  A.  Craigie.    A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS.    By  W.  A.  Craigie. 
Crown  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
This  book  is  planned  on  a  method  similar  to  the  '  Primer  of  Tennyson.'    It  has  also 
a  glossary. 

'  A  valuable  addition  to  the  literature  of  the  poet.' — Times. 
'  An  excellent  short  account.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
'  An  admirable  introduction.' — Globe. 

L.  Whibley.  GREEK  OLIGARCHIES  :  THEIR  ORGANISA- 
TION AND  CHARACTER.  By  L.  Whibley,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  An  exceedingly  useful  handbook  :  a  careful  and  well-arranged  study  of  an  obscure 
subject. ' —  Times. 

'  Mr.  Whibley  is  never  tedious  or  pedantic' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

W.  B.  Worsfold.  SOUTH  AFRICA  :  Its  History  and  its  Future. 
By  W.  Basil  Worsfold,  M.A.    With  a  Map.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'An  intensely  interesting  book.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  A  monumental  work  compressed  into  a  very  moderate  compass.' — World. 
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0.  H.  Pearson.  ESSAYS  AND  CRITICAL  REVIEWS.  By 
C.  H.  Pearson,  M.A.,  Author  of  'National  Life  and  Character.' 
Edited,  with  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  H.  A.  Strong,  M.A., 
LL.D.  With  a  Portrait.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d. 
'These  fine  essays  illustrate  the  great  breadth  of  his  historical  and  literary  sym- 
pathies and  the  remarkable  variety  of  his  intellectual  interests.' — Glasgcnu  Herald. 
'  Remarkable  for  careful  handling,  breadth  of  view,  and  thorough  knowledge.'— 
man. 

'  Charming  essays. ' — Spectator. 

Ouida.    VIEWS  AND  OPINIONS.    By  Ouida.    Crown  Zvo. 
Second  Edition,  ds. 
'  Ouida  is  outspoken,  and  the  reader  of  this  book  will  not  have  a  dull  moment.  The 
book  is  full  of  variety,  and  sparkles  with  entertaining  matter.' — Speaker. 

J.  S.  Shedlock.  THE  PIANOFORTE  SONATA :  Its  Origin 
and  Development.  By  J.  S.  Shedlock.  Crown  Svo.  55. 
'  This  work  should  be  in  the  possession  of  every  musician  and  amateur,  for  it  not 
only  embodies  a  concise  and  lucid  history  ot  the  origin  of  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant forms  of  musical  composition,  but,  by  reason  of  the  painstaking  research 
and  accuracy  of  the  author's  statements,  it  is  a  very  valuable  work  for  reference.' 
— A  thencBum. 

KM.  Bowden.  THE  EXAMPLE  OF  BUDDHA:  Being  Quota- 
tions from  Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the  Year.  Compiled 
by  E.  M.  Bowden.  With  Preface  by  Sir  Edwin  Arnold.  Third 
Edition.    i6??io.    2s.  6d. 

J.    Beever.      PRACTICAL    FLY-FISHING,    Founded  on 
Nature,  by  John  Beever,  late  of  the  Thwaite  House,  Coniston.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by  W.  G.  COLLINGWOOD, 
M.A.    Crown  %vo.    '^s.  6d. 
A  little  book  on  Fly-Fishing  by  an  old  friend  of  Mr.  Ruskin. 

Science 

Freudenreich.  DAIRY  BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short  Manual 
for  the  Use  of  Students.  By  Dr.  Ed.  von  Freudenreich. 
Translated  from  the  German  by  J.  R.  AiNSWORTH  DAVIS,  B.A., 
F.C.P.    Crown  2>vo.    2s.  6d. 

Chalmers  MitcheU.  OUTLINES  OF  BIOLOGY.  By  P. 
Chalmers  Mitchell,  M.A.,  F.Z.S.  Eully  Illustrated.  Crown 
Svo.  6s. 

A  text-book  designed  to  cover  the  new  Schedule  issued  by  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons. 

G.Massee.  A  MONOGRAPH  OF  THE  MYXOGASTRES.  By 
George  Massee.    With  12  Coloured  Plates.    J^oyal  8vo.    i8s.  net. 

'  A  work^  much  in  advance  of  any  book  in  the  language  treating  of  this  group  of 
organisms.  It  is  indispensable  to  every  student  of  the  Myxogastres.  The 
coloured  plates  deserve  high  praise  for  their  accuracy  and  execution.' — Nature. 
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Philosophy 

L.  T.  Hobhouse.  THE  THEORY  OF  KNOWLEDGE.  By 
L.  T.  HoBHOUSE,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Corpus  College,  Oxford. 
Demy  Svo.  21s. 

'  The  most  important  contribution  to  English  philosophy  since  the  publication  of  Mr. 
Bradley's  "  Appearance  and  Reality."    Full  of  brilliant  criticism  and  of  positive 
theories  which  are  models  of  lucid  statement.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
An  elaborate  and  often  brilliantly  written  volume.    The  treatment  is  one  of  great 
freshness,  and  the  illustrations  are  particularly  numerous  and  apt.' — Times. 

W.  H.  Fairbrother.  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  T.  H.  GREEN. 

By  W.  H.  Fairbrother,  M.A.,  Lecturer  at  Lincoln  College, 

Oxford.    Crown  Svo.  6d. 
This  volume  is  expository,  not  critical,  and  is  intended  for  senior  students  at  the 

Universities  and  others,  as  a  statement  of  Green's  teaching,  and  an  introduction  to 

the  study  of  Idealist  Philosophy. 
'  In  ever>'  way  an  admirable  book.    As  an  introduction  to  the  writings  of  perhaps  the 

most  remarkable  speculative  thinker  whom  England  has  produced  in  the  present 

century,  nothing  could  be  better  than  Mr.  Fairbrother's  exposition  and  criticism.' — 

Glasgow  Herald. 

F.  W.  BusseU.  THE  SCHOOL  OF  PLATO  :  its  Origin  and 
its  Revival  under  the  Roman  Empire.  By  F.  W,  Bussell,  M.A., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford.  De?/iy  Svo.  Two 
volumes.    ']s.  6d.  each.     Vol.  I. 

'  A  highly  valuable  contribution  to  the  history  of  ancient  thought.'— G/^r^^^w  Herald. 

'  A  clever  and  stimulating  book,  provocstive  of  thought  and  deserving  careful  reading.' 
— Manchester  Guardian. 

F.  S.  Granger.  THE  WORSHIP  OF  THE  ROMANS.  By 
F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.,  Litt.D,,  Professor  of  Philosophy  at  Univer- 
sity College,  Nottingham.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
The  author  has  attempted  to  delineate  that  group  of  beliefs  which  stood  in  close  con- 
nection with  the  Roman  religion,  and  among  the  subjects  treated  are  Dreams, 
Nature  Worship,  Roman  Magic,  Divination,  Holy  Places,  Victims,  etc.  Thus 
the  book  is,  apart  from  its  immediate  subject,  a  contribution  to  folk-lore  and  com- 
parative psychology. 

'  A  scholarly  analysis  of  the  religious  ceremonies,beliefs,  and  superstitions  of  ancient 
Rome,  conducted  in  the  new  instructive  light  of  comparative  anthropology,'— 
Times. 
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Theology 

E.  a  S.  Gibson.  THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  E. 
C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds,  late  Principal  of  Wells 
Theological  College.  In  Two  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  ys.  6d.  each. 
Vol  I.    Articles  I.  -  VIII. 

'  The  tone  maintained  throughout  is  not  that  of  the  partial  advocate,  but  the  faithful 
exponent. ' — Scotsman. 

'  There  are  ample  proofs  of  clearness  of  expression,  sobriety  of  judgment,  and  breadth 
of  view.  .  .  .  The  book  will  be  welcome  to  all  students  of  the  subject,  and  its  sound, 
definite,  and  loyal  theology  ought  to  be  of  great  service.' — National  Observer. 

'  So  far  from  repelling  the  general  reader,  its  orderly  arrangement,  lucid  treatment, 
and  felicity  of  diction  invite  and  encourage  his  attention.' — Yorkshire  Post. 

R.  L.  Ottley.  THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE  INCARNATION. 
By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A.,  late  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Oxon., 
Principal  of  Pusey  House.   In  Two  Volumes.  DemyZvo.  \^s. 

'  Learned  and  reverent :  lucid  and  well  arranged.'— Record. 

'  Accurate,  well  ordered,  and  judicious.' — National  Observer. 

'  A  clear  and  remarkably  full  account  of  the  main  currents  of  speculation.  Scholarly 
precision  .  .  .  genuine  tolerance  .  .  .  intense  interest  in  his  subject — are  Mr. 
Ottley's  merits.' — Guardian. 

S.  R.  Driver.   SERMONS  ON  SUBJECTS  CONNECTED 
WITH  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.     By  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D., 
Canon  of  Christ  Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  welcome  companion  to  the  author's  famous  '  Introduction.'  No  man  can  read  these 
discourses  without  feeling  that  Dr.  Driver  is  fully  alive  to  the  deeper  teaching  of 
the  Old  Testament.' — Guardian. 

T.  K.  Cheyne.  FOUNDERS  OF  OLD  TESTAMENT  CRITI- 
CISM :  Biographical,  Descriptive,  and  Critical  Studies.  By  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  D.D.,  Oriel  Professor  of  the  Interpretation  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture at  Oxford.    Large  crown  Svo.    ys.  6d. 

This  important  book  is  a  historical  sketch  of  O.  T.  Criticism  in  the  form  of  biographi- 
cal studies  from  the  days  of  Eichhorn  to  those  of  Driver  and  Robertson  Smith. 
It  is  the  only  book  of  its  kind  in  English. 

'A  very  learned  and  instructive  work.' — Times. 

O.H.Prior.  CAMBRIDGE  SERMONS.  Edited  by  C.H.  Prior, 
M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Pembroke  College.    Crotvn  Zvo.  6s. 

A  volume  of  sermons  preached  before  the  University  of  Cambridge  by  various 
preachers,  including  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  Bishop  Westcott. 

'  A  representative  collection.    Bishop  Westcott's  is  a  noble  sermon.' — Gtiardian. 

H.  C.  Beeching.  SERMONS  TO  SCHOOLBOYS.  By  H.  C. 
Beeching,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Yattendon,  Berks.  With  a  Preface  by 
Canon  Scott  Holland.    Crown  '^vo.    2s.  6d. 

Seven  sermons  preached  before  the  boys  of  Bradfield  College. 
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E.  B.  Layard.  RELIGION  IN  BOYHOOD.  Notes  on  the 
Religious  Training  of  Boys.  With  a  Preface  by  J.  R.  Illing- 
WORTH.    By  E.  B.  Layard,  M.A.    iSmo.  is. 

Wi^k  Full-page  Illustrations.     Fcap.  8vo.     Buckram.  6d. 
Padded  morocco,  <^s. 
THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.    By  Thomas  a  Kempis. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Dean  Farrar.    Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere,  and  printed  in  black  and  red.    Second  Edition. 
'Amongst  all  the  innumerable  English  editions  of  the  "  Imitation,"  there  can  have 
been  few  which  were  prettier  than  this  one,  printed  in  strong  and  handsome  type 
by  Messrs.  Constable,  with  all  the  glory  of  red  initials,  and  the  comfort  of  buckram 
binding.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.  By  John  Keble.  With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  W.  Lock,  M.A. ,  Sub- Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Ireland  Professor  at  Oxford,  Author  of  the  'Life  of  John  Keble.' 
Illustrated  by  R.  Anning  Bell. 

'  The  present  edition  is  annotated  with  all  the  care  and  insight  to  be  expected  from 
Mr.  Lock.  The  progress  and  circumstances  of  its  composition  are  detailed  in  the 
Introduction.  There  is  an  interesting  Appendix  on  the  mss.  of  the  "Christian 
Year,"  and  another  giving  the  order  in  which  the  poems  were  written.  A  "  Short 
Analysis  of  the  Thought"  is  prefixed  to  each,  and  any  difficulty  in  the  text  is  ex- 
plained in  a  note. — Guardian. 

'  The  most  acceptable  edition  of  this  ever-popular  work. ' — Globe. 

Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.     With  Portraits,  crown  %vo. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders 
of  religious  life  and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

The  following  are  ready — 
CARDINAL  NEWMAN.    By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
JOHN  WESLEY.   By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.    By  G.  W.  Daniel,  M.A. 
CARDINAL  MANNING.    By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.    By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  M.A. 
JOHN  KEBLE.   By  Walter  Lock,  M.A. 
THOMAS  CHALMERS.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
LANCELOT  ANDREWES.    By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
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AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.    By  E.  L.  Cutts,  D.D. 
WILLIAM  LAUD.    By  W.  H.  HuTTON,  M.A. 
JOHN  KNOX.    By  F.  M'CUNN. 
JOHN  HOWE.    By  R.  F.  HORTON,  D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN.    By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 
GEORGE  FOX,  THE  QUAKER.    By  T.  HODGKIN,  D.C.L. 
Other  volumes  will  be  announced  in  due  course. 

Fiction 

SIX   SHILLING  NOVELS 

Marie  Corelli's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.    6s.  each. 
A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS.    Fourteenth  Edition. 
VENDETTA.    Eleventh  Edition. 
THELMA.    Fourteenth  Edition. 
ARDATH.    Tenth  Edition. 
THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.    Ninth  Edition. 
WORMWOOD.    Eighth  Edition. 

BARABBAS  :  A  DREAM  OF  THE  WORLD'S  TRAGEDY. 

Twenty-fifth  Edition. 

'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment  and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 
have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  conception,  and  the  conviction  is  forced  on 
us  that  even  so  exalted  a  subject  cannot  be  made  too  familiar  to  us,  provided  it  be 
presented  in  the  true  spirit  of  Christian  faith.  The  amplifications  of  the  Scripture 
narrative  are  often  conceived  with  high  poetic  insight,  and  this  "Dream  of  the 
World's  Tragedy  "  is,  despite  some  trifling  incongruities,  a  lofty  and  not  inade- 
quate paraphrase  of  the  supreme  climax  of  the  inspired  narrative.' — Dublin 
R  eview. 

THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.    Twenty -ni^ith  Edition. 

'  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  .  The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory  of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense 
command  of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity.  .  .  .  This  interesting  and  re- 
markable romance  will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral  literature  of  the  day 
is  forgotten.  ...  A  literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even  sublime.' — W.  T. 
Stead  in  the  Review  of  Reviews. 
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Anthony  Hope's  Novels 

Crown  2)V0.    6s.  each. 
THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.    Seventh  Edition. 

'  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of  critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit ; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ;  well  considered,  but  not  elaborated  ;  constructed 
with  the  proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but  yet  allows  itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers 
to  whom  fine  literary  method  is  a  keen  pleasure  ;  true  without  cynicism,  subtle 
without  affectation,  humorous  without  strain,  witty  without  offence,  inevitably 
sad,  with  an  unmorose  simplicity.'—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.    Fourth  Edition. 

'A  graceful,  vivacious  comedy,  true  to  human  nature.  The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.    Third  Edition. 

'  Of  all  Mr.  Hope's  books,  "  A  Man  of  Mark  "  is  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
"  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda."  The  two  romances  are  unmistakably  the  work  of  the 
same  writer,  and  he  possesses  a  style  of  narrative  peculiarly  seductive,  piquant, 
comprehensive,  and — his  own.' — National  Observer. 

THE    CHRONICLES    OF    COUNT    ANTONIO.  Third 
Edition. 

'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love  and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
outlawed  Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and  withal  modest  and  tender  of 
lovers,  a  peerless  gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  very  faithful  friend,  and  a  most 
magnanimous  foe.  In  short,  he  is  an  altogether  admirable,  lovable,  and  delight- 
ful hero.  There  is  not  a  word  in  the  volume  that  can  give  offence  to  the  most 
fastidious  taste  of  man  or  woman,  and  there  is  not,  either,  a  dull  paragraph  in  it. 
The  book  is  everywhere  instinct  with  the  most  exhilarating  spirit  of  adventure, 
and  delicately  perfumed  with  the  sentiment  of  all  heroic  and  honourable  deeds  of 
history  and  romance.' — Guardian. 

S.  Baring  Gould's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.    6s.  each. 

'To  say  that  a  book  is  by  the  author  of  "  Mehalah"  is  to  imply  that  it  contains  a 
story  cast  on  strong  lines,  containing  dramatic  possibilities,  vivid  and  sympathetic 
descriptions  of  Nature,  and  a  wealth  of  ingenious  imagery.' — Speaker. 
'  That  whatever  Mr.  Baring  Gould  writes  is  well  worth  reading,  is  a  conclusion  that 
may  be  verj[  generally  accepted.    His  views  of  life  are  fresh  and  vigorous,  his 
language  pointed  and  characteristic,  the  incidents  of  which  he  makes  use  are 
striking  and  original,  his  characters  are  life-like,  and  though  somewhat  excep- 
tional people,  are  drawn  and  coloured  with  artistic  force.    Add  to  this  that  his 
descriptions  of  scenes  and  scenery  are  painted  with  the  loving  eyes  and  skilled 
hands  of  a  master  of  his  art,  that  he  is  always  fresh  and  never  dull,  and  under 
such  conditions  it  is  no  wonder  that  readers  have  gained  confidence  both  in  his 
power  of  amusing  and  satisfying  them,  and  that  year  by  year  his  popularity 
widens.' — Court  Circular. 

ARM  I  NELL  :  A  Social  Romance.    Fourth  Edition. 
URITH  :  A  Story  of  Dartmoor.    Fourth  Edition. 

'  The  author  is  at  his  best.' — Times. 

'  He  has  nearly  reached  the  high  water-mark  of  "  Mehalah."  '—National  Observer. 
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IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.    Fifth  Edition. 

'One  of  the  best  imagined  and  most  enthralling  stories  the  author  has  produced.' 
— Saturday  Reviezv. 

MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN.    Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  novel  of  vigorous  humour  and  sustained  power.' — Graphic. 
'  The  swing  of  the  narrative  is  splendid.' — Sussex  Daily  News 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.    Third  Edition. 

'  A  powerful  drama  of  human  passion.' — Westminster  Gazette. 
'A  story  worthy  the  author.' — National  Observer. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.    Fourth  Edition. 

'The  scenery  is  admirable,  and  the  dramatic  incidents  are  most  striking.'— G/aj^^nt; 
Herald. 

'  Strong,  interesting,  and  cX^v^x.'—Westtninster  Gazette. 
'  You  cannot  put  it  down  until  you  have  finished  it.' — Punch. 

'  Can  be  heartily  recommended  to  all  who  care  for  cleanly,  energetic,  and  interesting 
^zixon.' —Sussex  Daily  News. 

KITTY  ALONE.    Fourth  Edition. 

'  A  strong  and  original  story,  teeming  with  graphic  description,  stirring  incident, 

and,  above  all,  with  vivid  and  enthralling  human  interest.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
'  Brisk,  clever,  keen,  healthy,  humorous,  and  interesting.' — National  Observer. 
'  Full  of  quaint  and  delightful  studies  of  character.'— ^rzj^i?/  Mercury. 

NOEMI  :  A  Romance  of  the  Cave-Dwellers.     Illustrated  by 

R.  Caton  Woodville.    Third  Edition. 

'  "  Noemi  "  is  as  excellent  a  tale  of  fighting  and  adventure  as  one  may  wish  to  meet. 
All  the  characters  that  interfere  in  this  exciting  tale  are  marked  with  properties 
of  their  own.  The  narrative  also  runs  clear  and  sharp  as  the  Loire  itself.' — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Baring  Gould's  powerful  story  is  full  of  the  strong  lights  and  shadows  and 
vivid  colouring  to  which  he  has  accustomed  us.' — Standard. 

THE    BROOM -SQUIRE.     Illustrated   by   Frank  Dadd. 
Third  Edition. 

'  A  strain  of  tenderness  is  woven  through  the  web  of  his  tragic  tale,  and  its  atmosphere 
is  sweetened  by  the  nobility  and  sweetness  of  the  heroine's  character.' — Daily  News. 

'  A  story  of  exceptional  interest  that  seems  to  us  to  be  better  than  anything  he  has 
written  of  l^te.'— Speaker.  '  A  powerful  and  striking  story.'— Guardian. 

'  A  powerful  piece  of  work.' — Black  and  White. 


Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Crown  Svo.    6s.  each. 
PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE.    Third  Edition. 

'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  executed.    There  is  strength  and  genius  in  Mr. 
Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
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MRS.  FALCHION.    Third Editio7t. 

'  A  splendid  study  of  character.' — Athencewn. 

•  But  little  behind  anvthing  that  has  been  done  by  any  writer  of  our  time. '—/"a// 

Mall  Gazette. 

'  A  very  striking  and  admirable  novel.' — St.  Ja7>iess  Gazette. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 

'  The  plot  is  original  and  one  difficult  to  work  out ;  but  Mr.  Parker  has  done  it  with 
great  skill  and  delicacy.  The  reader  who  is  not  interested  in  this  original,  fresh, 
and  well-told  tale  must  be  a  dull  person  indeed.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  A  strong  and  successful  piece  of  workmanship.  The  portrait  of  Lali,  strong, 
dignified,  and  pure,  is  exceptionally  well  drawn.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.    Fourth  Edition. 

*  Ever>'body  with  a  soul  for  romance  will  thoroughly  enjoy  "The  Trail  of  the 

Sword."  ' — St.  Javiess  Gazette. 
'  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book  like  this,  in  which  swords  flash,  great  sur- 
prises are  undertaken,  and  daring  deeds  done,  in  which  men  and  women  live  and 
love  in  the  old  straightforward  passionate  way,  is  a  joy  inexpressible  to  the  re- 
viewer, brain-weary  of  the  domestic  tragedies  and  psychological  puzzles  of  every- 
day fiction  ;  and  we  cannot  but  believe  that  to  the  reader  it  will  bring  refreshment 
as  welcome  and  as  keen.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  :  The  Story  of 
a  Lost  Napoleon.  Third  Edition. 
'  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing,  living  romance,  but  it  runs  flush  with  our 
own  times,  level  with  our  own  feelings.  Not  here  can  we  complain  of  lack  of 
inevitabieness  or  homogeneity.  The  character  of  Valmond  is  drawn  unerringly  ; 
his  career,  brief  as  it  is,  is  placed  before  us  as  convincingly  as  history  itself.  The 
book  must  be  read,  we  may  say  re-read,  for  any  one  thoroughly  to  appreciate 
Mr.  Parker's  delicate  touch  and  innate  sympathy  with  humanity.' — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

'The  one  work  of  genius  which  1895  has  as  yet  produced.' — Neiv  Age. 

AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH:  The  Last  Adven- 
tures of  *  Pretty  Pierre.' 

'The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  moving  stories  of  the  great  North,  and  it  will 
add  to  Mr.  Parker's  already  high  reputation.' — Glasgow  Herald. 

'  The  new  book  is  very  romantic  and  very  entertaining — full  of  that  peculiarly 
elegant  spirit  of  adventure  which  is  so  characteristic  of  Mr.  Parker,  and  of  that 
poetic  thrill  which  has  given  him  warmer,  if  less  numerous,  admirers  than  even 
his  romantic  story-telling  gift  has  Aov^^.'— Sketch. 

THE   SEATS    OF    THE    MIGHTY.     Ilhtstrated.  Fourth 
Edition. 

'The  best  thing  he  has  done  ;  one  of  the  best  things  that  any  one  has  done  lately.'— 
St.  James's  Gazette. 

'Mr.  Parker  seems  to  become  stronger  and  easier  with  every  serious  novel  that  he 
attempts.  ...  In  "  The  Seats  of  the  Mighty  "  he  shows  the  matured  power  which 
his  former  novels  have  led  us  to  expect,  and  has  produced  a  really  fine  historical 
novel.  .  .  .  The  great  creation  of  the  book  is  Doltaire.  .  .  .  His  character  is 
drawn  with  quite  masterly  strokes,  for  he  is  a  villain  who  is  not  altogether  a  villain, 
and  who  attracts  the  reader,  as  he  did  the  other  characters,  by  the  extraordinary 
brilliance  of  his  gifts,  and  by  the  almost  unconscious  acts  of  nobility  which  he 
performs.  .  .  .  Most  sincerely  is  Mr.  Parker  to  be  congratulated  on  the  finest 
novel  he  has  yet  written.' — Athenceum. 


26 


Messrs.  Methuen's  List 


'Mr.  Parker's  latest  book  places  him  in  the  front  rank  of  living  novelists.  "The 
Seats  of  the  Mighty"  is  a  great  book.' — Black  and  White. 

'  One  of  the  strongest  stories  of  historical  interest  and  adventure  that  we  have  read 
for  many  a  day.  .  .  .  Through  all  Mr.  Parker  moves  with  an  assured  step,  whilst 
in  his  treatment  of  his  subject  there  is  that  happy  blending  of  the  poetical  with  the 
prosaic  which  has  characterised  all  his  writings.  A  notable  and  successful  book.' 
— Speaker. 

'  The  story  is  very  finely  and  dramatically  told.  ...  In  none  of  his  books  has  his 
imaginative  faculty  appeared  to  such  splendid  purpose  as  here.  Captain  Moray, 
Alixe,  Gabord,  Vauban — above  all,  Doltaire — and,  indeed,  every  person  who  takes 
part  in  the  action  of  the  story  are  clearly  conceived  and  finely  drawn  and  indivi- 
dualised.— Scotsman, 

'  An  admirable  romance.  The  glory  of  a  romance  is  its  plot,  and  this  plot  is  crowded 
with  fine  sensations,  which  have  no  rest  until  the  fall  of  the  famous  old  city  and 
the  final  restitution  of  love.' — Fail  Mall  Gazette. 

Conan  Doyle.  ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.  By  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  Author  of  '  The  White  Company,'  '  The  Adventures  of 
Sherlock  Holmes,'  etc.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  %vo.  6j. 
'  The  book  is,  indeed,  composed  of  leaves  from  life,  and  is  far  and  away  the  best  view 
that  has  been  vouchsafed  us  behind  the  scenes  of  the  consulting-room.  It  is  very 
superior  to  "  The  Diary  of  a  late  Physician."  ' — Illustrated  London  News. 

Stanley  Weyman.  UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE.  By  Stanley 
Weyman,  Author  of  '  A  Gentleman  of  France.'  With  Twelve  Illus- 
trations by  R.  Caton  Woodville.    Eighth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'A  book  of  which  we  have  read  every  word  for  the  sheer  pleasure  of  reading,  and 
which  we  put  down  with  a  pang  that  we  cannot  forget  it  all  and  start  again.' — 
West7ninster  Gazette. 

'  Every  one  who  reads  books  at  .nil  must  read  this  thrilling  romance,  from  the  first 
page  of  which  to  the  last  the  breathless  reader  is  haled  along.  An  inspiration  of 
"manliness  and  courage." — Daily  Chronicle. 

'  A  delightful  tale  of  chivalry  and  adventure,  vivid  and  dramatic,  with  a  wholesome 
modesty  and  reverence  for  the  highest.' — Globe. 

Mrs.  Clifford.  A  FLASH  OF  SUMMER.  By  Mrs.  W.  K. 
Clifford,  Author  of  '  Aunt  Anne,'  etc.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  6s. 

'  The  story  is  a  very  sad  and  a  very  beautiful  one,  exquisitely  told,  and  enriched  with 
many  subtle  touches  of  wise  and  tender  insight.  It  will,  undoubtedly,  add  to  its 
author's  reputation — already  high — in  the  ranks  of  novelists.' — Speaker. 

'  We  must  congratulate  Mrs.  Clifford  upon  a  very  successful  and  interesting  story, 
told  throughout  with  finish  and  a  delicate  sense  of  proportion,  qualities  which, 
indeed,  have  always  distinguished  the  best  work  of  this  very  able  writer.' — 
Manchester  Guardian. 

Emily  Lawless.    HURRISH.    By  the  Honble.  Emily  Law- 
less, Author  of  '  Maelcho,'  etc.    Fifth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
A  reissue  of  Miss  Lawless'  most  popular  novel,  uniform  with  '  Maelcho.' 

Emily  Lawless.    MAELCHO  :  a  Sixteenth  Century  Romance. 
By  the  Honble.  Emily  Lawless,  Author  of  'Crania,'  'Hurrish,' 
etc.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  really  great  book.' — Spectator. 

'There  is  no  keener  pleasure  in  life  than  the  recognition  of  genius.  Good  work  is 
commoner  than  it  used  to  be,  but  the  best  is  as  rare  as  ever.  All  the  more 
gladly,  therefore,  do  we  welcome  in  "  Maelcho  "  a  piece  of  work  of  the  first  order, 
which  we  do  not  hesitate  to  describe  as  one  of  the  most  remarkable  literary 
achievements  of  this  generation.  Miss  Lawless  is  possessed  of  the  very  essence 
of  historical  genius.' — Manchester  Guardian. 
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J.  H.  Findlater.  THE  GREEN  GRAVES  OF  BALGOWRIE. 

By  Jane  H,  Findlater.    Third  Edition.    Crow7i  %vo.  6s. 

'  A  powerful  and  vivid  story.' — Standard. 

'  A  beautiful  story,  sad  and  strange  as  truth  itself.' — Vanity  Fair. 

'  A  work  of  remarkable  interest  and  originality.' — National  Observer. 

'  A  really  original  wow&V— Journal  oj  Education. 

'  A  very  charming  and  pathetic  tale.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  A  singularly  original,  clever,  and  beautiful  story.' — Guardian. 

'  "  The  Green  Graves  of  BalgowTie"  reveals  to  us  a  new  Scotch  writer  of  undoubted 

faculty  and  reserve  force.' — Spectator. 
'  An  exquisite  idyll,  delicate,  affecting,  and  beautiful.' — Blade  and  IVJiite. 
'  Permeated  with  high  and  noble  purpose.    It  is  one  of  the  most  wholesome  stories 

we  have  met  with,  and  cannot  fail  to  leave  a  deep  and  lasting  impression.' — 

Neivsagent. 

E.  F.  Benson.    DODO  :  A  DETAIL  OF  THE  DAY.  By  E.  F. 

Benson.    Sixteenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  delightfully  witty  sketch  of  society.' — Spectator. 
'  A  perpetual  feast  of  epigram  and  paradox.' — Speaker. 
'  By  a  writer  of  quite  exceptional  ability.' — AtheiicEuvt. 
'  Brilliantly  written.' — IVorld. 

E.  F.  Benson.    THE  RUBICON.  By  E.  F.  Benson,  Author  of 

'Dodo,'    Fifth  Edition.     Crown  %vo.  6s. 
'  Well  written,  stimulating,  unconventional,   and,   in   a   word,   characteristic' — 
Binningham  Post. 

'  An  exceptional  achievement ;  a  notable  advance  on  his  previous  — National 

Observer. 

M.  M.  Dowie.    GALLIA.  By  M^;nie  Muriel  Dowie,  Author 

of  'A  Girl  in  the  Carpathians.'    Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  The  style  is  generally  admirable,  the  dialogue  not  seldom  brilliant,  the  situations 

surprising  in  their  freshness  and  originality,  while  the  subsidiary  as  well  as  the 

principal  characters  live  and  move,  and  the  story  itself  is  readable  from  title-page 

to  colophon.' — Saturday  Review. 
'  A  very  notable  book ;  a  very  sympathetically,  at  times  delightfully  written  book. 

— Daily  Graphic. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE.  By  Mrs. 
Olithant.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  Full  of  her  own  peculiar  charm  of  style  and  simple,  subtle  character-painting  come 
her  new  gift,  the  delightful  story  before  us.  The  scene  mostly  lies  in  the  moors, 
and  at  the  touch  of  the  authoress  a  Scotch  moor  becomes  a  living  thing,  strong 
tender,  beautiful,  and  changeful.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Mrs.  Oliphant.  THE  TWO  MARYS.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

W.E.Norris.  MATTHEW  AUSTIN.  By  W.  E.  NoRRis,  Author 
of '  Mademoiselle  de  Mersac,'  etc.  Fourth  Edition.  CrownSvo.  6s. 
'  "Matthew  Austin"  may  safely  be  pronounced  one  of  the  most  intellectually  satis- 
factory and  morally  bracing  novels  of  the  current  year.' — Daily  Telegraph. 

W.  E.  Norris.  HIS  GRACE.  By  W.  E.  Norris.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  Mr.  Norris  has  drawn  a  really  fine  character  in  the  Duke  of  Hurstbourne,  at  once 
unconventional  and  very  true  to  the  conventionalities  of  life,  weak  and  strong  in 
a  breath,  capable  of  inane  follies  and  heroic  decisions,  yet  not  so  definitely  por- 
trayed ns  to  relieve  a  reader  of  the  necessity  of  study.' — Athenceuvi. 
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W.  E.  Norris.    THE  DESPOTIC  LADY  AND  OTHERS. 

By  W,  E.  NoRRis.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 
'  A  budget  of  good  fiction  of  which  no  one  will  tire.' — Scotsman. 
*An  extremely  entertaining  volume — the  sprightliest  of  holiday  companions.' — 

Daily  Telegraph 

H.  G.  Wells.  THE  STOLEN  BACILLUS,  and  other  Stories. 
By  H.  G.  Wells,  Author  of  'The  Time  Machine.'  Crown 
%vo.  ds. 

'  The  ordinary  reader  of  fiction  may  be  glad  to  know  that  these  stories  are  eminently 
readable  from  one  cover  to  the  other,  but  they  are  more  than  that  ;  they  are  the 
impressions  of  a  very  striking  imagination,  which,  it  would  seem,  has  a  great  deal 
within  its  reach.' — Saturday  Review. 

Arthur  Morrison.  TALES  OF  MEAN  STREETS.  By  Arthur 
Morrison.  Fotirth  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  ds. 
*  Told  with  consummate  art  and  extraordinary  detail.  He  tells  a  plain,  unvarnished 
tale,  and  the  very  truth  of  it  makes  for  beauty.  In  the  true  humanity  of  the  book 
lies  its  justification,  the  permanence  of  its  interest,  and  its  indubitable  triumph.' — 
A  thenceuiJi. 

'  A  great  book.  The  author's  method  is  amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  The  writer  lays  upon  us  a  master  hand.  "The  book  is  simply 
appalling  and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humorous  also  ;  without  humour 
it  would  not  make  the  mark  it  is  certain  to  msk.^.'' —World. 

J.  Maclaren  Cobban.  THE  KING  OF  ANDAMAN  :  A 
Saviour  of  Society.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban,  Author  of  'The 
Red  Sultan,'  etc.    Crown  8vo.  6s. 

'  An  unquestionably  interesting  book.  It  would  not  surprise  us  if  it  turns  out  to  be 
the  most  interesting  novel  of  the  season,  for  it  contains  one  character,  at  least, 
who  has  in  him  the  root  of  immortality,  and  the  book  itself  is  ever  exhaling  the 
sweet  savour  of  the  unexpected.  .  .  .  Plot  is  forgotten  and  incident  fades,  and 
only  the  really  human  endures,  and  throughout  this  book  there  stands  out  in  bold 
and  beautiful  relief  its  high-souled  and  chivalric  protagonist,  James  the  Master 
of  Hutcheon,  the  King  of  Andam.an  himself.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

'  A  most  original  and  refreshing  story.  James  Hutcheon  is  a  personage  whom  it  is 
good  to  know  and  impossible  to  forget.  He  is  beautiful  within  and  without, 
whichever  way  we  take  him. ' — Spectator. 

'  "The  King  of  Andaman,"  is  a  book  which  does  credit  not  less  to  the  heart  than 
the  head  of  its  author.' — AthencBum. 

'  The  fact  that  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  has  been  pleased  to  gracefully  express  to  the 
author  of  "  The  King  of  Andaman"  her  interest  in  his  work  will  doubtless  find 
for  it  many  readers.' — Vanity  Fair. 

H.  Morrah.  A  SERIOUS  COMEDY.  By  Herbert  Morrah. 
Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  There  are  many  delightful  places  in  this  volume,  which  is  well  worthy  of  its  title. 
The  theme  has  seldom  been  presented  with  more  freshness  or  more  force.' — 
Scotsman. 

L.  B.  Walford.    SUCCESSORS  TO  THE  TITLE.    By  Mrs. 

Walford,  Author  of  'Mr.  Smith,'  etc.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.  6s. 

'  The  story  is  fresh  and  healthy  from  beginning  to  finish  ;  and  our  liking  for  the  two 
simple  people  who  are  the  successors  to  the  title  mounts  steadily,  and  ends  almost 
in  respect.' — Scotsman. 

'The  book  is  quite  worthy  to  be  ranked  with  many  clever  predecessors.  It  is  ex- 
cellent reading.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
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T.  L.  Paton.    A  HOME  IN  INVERESK.    By  T.  L.  Paton. 

Crown  8vo.  6s. 
'A  distinctly  fresh  and  fascinating  novel.' — Montrose  Standard. 
'A  book  which  bears  marks  of  considerable  promise.' — Scotsman. 
'A  pleasant  and  well-written  story.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

John  Davidson.  MISS  ARMSTRONG'S  AND  OTHER  CIR- 
CUMSTANCES.   By  John  Davidson.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  Throughout  the  volume  there  is  a  strong  vein  of  originality,  a  strength  in  the 
handling,  and  a  knowledge  of  human  nature  that  are  worthy  of  the  highest  praise.' 
— Scotsman. 

J.  B.  Burton.    IN   THE   DAY  OF  ADVERSITY.    By  J. 

Bloundelle  Burton,  Author  of  '  The  Hispaniola  Plate,'  etc. 

Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  Unusually  interesting  and  full  of  highly  dramatic  situations.' — Guardian. 
'  A  well-wTitten  story,  drawn  from  that  inexhaustible  mine,  the  time  of  Louis  XIV. 

—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

H.  Johnston.  DR.  CONGALTON'S  LEGACY.  By  Henry 
Johnston.    Crozvn  ?>vo.  6s. 

'  The  story  is  redolent  of  humour,  pathos,  and  tenderness,  while  it  is  not  without  a 
touch  of  tragedy.' — Scotsinan. 
A  worthy  and  permanent  contribution  to  Scottish  creative  literature.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 

Julian  Corbett.  A  BUSINESS  IN  GREAT  WATERS.  By 
Julian  Corbett,  Author  of  '  For  God  and  Gold,'  *  Kophetua 
Xlllth.,' etc.  Crown%vo.  6s. 
'  In  this  stirring  story  Mr.  Julian  Corbett  has  done  excellent  work,  welcome  alike 
for  its  distinctly  literary  flavour,  and  for  the  wholesome  tone  which  pervades  it. 
Mr.  Corbett  writes  with  immense  spirit,  and  the  book  is  a  thoroughly  enjoyable 
one  in  all  respects.  The  salt  of  the  ocean  is  in  it,  and  the  right  heroic  ring  re- 
sounds through  its  gallant  adventures.' — Speaker. 

a  Phillips  WooUey.    THE  QUEENSBERRY  CUP.    A  Tale 
of  Adventure.    By  Clive  Phillips  Woolley,  Author  of  '  Snap,' 
Editor  of  'Big  Game  Shooting.'   Illustrated.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'  A  book  which  will  delight  boys  :  a  book  which  upholds  the  healthy  schoolboy  code 

of  morality.' — Scotsman. 
'  A  brilliant  book.    Dick  St.  Clair,  of  Caithness,  is  an  almost  ideal  character — a  com- 
bination of  the  mediaeval  knight  and  the  modern  pugilist.' — Admiralty  and  Horse- 
guards  Gazette. 

Robert  Barr.  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.  By  Robert 
Barr,  Author  of  '  From  Whose  Bourne,'  etc.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.  6s. 

'  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us  by  its  capital  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
'Mr.  Barr  has  achieved  a  triumph  whereof  he  has  every  reason  to  be  proud.' — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

L.  Daintrey.  THE  KING  OF  ALBERIA.  A  Romance  of 
the  Balkans.    By  Laura  Daintrey.     Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Miss  Daintrey  seems  to  have  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  people  and  politics 
of  the  Balkan  countries  in  which  the  scene  of  her  lively  and  picturesque  romance 
is  laid.  On  almost  every  page  we  find  clever  touches  of  local  colour  which  dif- 
ferentiate her  book  unmistakably  from  the  ordinary  novel  of  commerce.  The 
story  is  briskly  told,  and  well  conceived.' — Glasgow  Herald. 
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Mrs.  Pinsent.    CHILDREN  OF  THIS  WORLD.    By  Ellen 
F.  Pinsent,  Author  of  '  Jenny's  Case.'    Crown  Svo.  6.f. 

'  Mrs.  Pinsent's  new  novel  has  plenty  of  vigour,  variety,  and  good  writing.  There 
are  certainty  of  purpose,  strength  of  touch,  and  clearness  oi  vision.'— A iAefitztmt. 

Clark  RusselL     MY  DANISH   SWEETHEART.     By  W. 

Clark  Russell,  Author  of  'The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,'  etc. 
Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  6s. 

G.  Manville  Fenn.  AN  ELECTRIC  SPARK.  By  G.  Manville 
Fenn,  Author  of  '  The  Vicar's  Wife,'  *  A  Double  Knot,'  etc.  Second 
Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
'A  simple  and  wholesome  story.' — Manchester  Guardian. 

R.  Pryce.  TIME  AND  THE  WOMAN.  By  Richard  Pryce, 
Author  of  '  Miss  Maxwell's  Affections,'  'The  Quiet  Mrs.  Fleming,' 
etc.    Second  Edition.     Crown  Sz>o.  6s. 
'  Mr.  Pryce's  work  recalls  the  style  of  Octave  Feuillet,  by  its  clearness,  conciseness, 
its  literary  reserve.' — Athenautn. 

Mrs.  Watson.    THIS  MAN'S  DOMINION.    By  the  Author 
of  '  A  High  Little  World. '    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Marriott  Watson.     DIOGENES  OF  LONDON  and  other 
Sketches.    By  H.  B.  Marriott  Watson,  Author  of  *  The  Web 
of  the  Spider.'    Crown  Svo.    Buckram.  6s. 
'  By  all  those  who  delight  in  the  uses  of  words,  who  rate  the  exercise  of  prose  above 
the  exercise  of  verse,  who  rejoice  in  all  proofs  of  its  delicacy  and  its  strength,  who  ( 
believe  that  English  prose  is  chief  among  the  moulds  of  thought,  by  these  ' 
Mr.  Marriott  Watson's  book  will  be  welcomed.' — National  Observer. 

M.  Gilchrist.  THE  STONE  DRAGON.    By  Murray  Gil- 
christ.   Crown  Svo.   Btukrani.  6s. 

'  The  author's  faults  are  atoned  for  by  certain  positive  and  admirable  merits.  The 
romances  have  not  their  counterpart  in  modern  literature,  and  to  read  them  is  a 
unique  experience.' — National  Obsc7-ver. 

E.  Dickinson.   A  VICAR'S  WIFE.   By  Evelyn  Dickinson. 

Crown  Svo.  6s. 

E.  M.  Gray.    ELSA.    By  E.  M'Queen  Gray.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

THREE-AND-SIXPENN  Y  NOVELS 

Crown  Svo. 

DERRICK  VAUGHAN,  NOVELIST.    By  Edna  Lyall. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.    By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
JACQUETTA.    By  S.  Baring  Gould. 
SUBJECT  TO  VANITY.    By  Margaret  Benson. 
THE  MOVING  FINGER.    By  Mary  Gaunt. 
JACO  TRELOAR.    By  J.  H.  Pearce. 
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AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIHIL.    By  X.  L. 

THE  COMING  OF  CUCULAIN.   A  Romance  of  the  Heroic 

Age  of  Ireland.    By  Standish  O'Grady.  Illustrated. 
THE   GODS  GIVE  MY  DONKEY   WINGS.     By  ANGUS 

Evan  Abbott. 
THE  STAR  GAZERS.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
THE  POISON  OF  ASPS.    By  R.  Orton  Prowse. 
THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.    By  R.  Pryce. 
THE  PLAN  OF  CAMPAIGN.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
DISENCHANTMENT.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
MR.  BUTLER'S  WARD.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 
A  LOST  ILLUSION.    By  Leslie  Keith. 
A  REVEREND  GENTLEMAN.    By  J.  M.  Cobban. 
A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.    By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
A  CAVALIER'S  LADYE.    By  Mrs.  Dicker. 

HALF-CROWN    NOVELS  t 

A  Series  of  Novels  by  popular  Authors.  * 

1.  HOVENDEN,  V.C.    By  F.  Mabel  Robinson. 

2.  ELI'S  CHILDREN.   By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

3.  A  DOUBLE  KNOT.    By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

4.  DISARMED.    By  M.  Betham  Edwards. 

5.  A  MARRIAGE  AT  SEA.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

6.  IN  TENT  AND  BUNGALOW.   By  the  Author  of  '  Indian 

Idylls.' 

7.  MY  STEWARDSHIP.    By  E.  M'Queen  Gray. 

8.  JACK'S  FATHER.    By  W.  E.  NoRRiS. 

9.  JIM  B.  

Lynn  Linton.  THE  TRUE  HISTORY  OF  JOSHUA  DAVID- 
SON, Christian  and  Communist.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton.  Eleventh 
Edition.    Post  Svo.  is. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

A  Series  of  Books  by  well- known  Authors^  well  ilhistrated. 

1.  THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.    By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

2.  TWO  LITTLE  CHILDREN  AND  CHING.    By  Edith 

E.  CUTHELL. 
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3.  TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.    By  M.  M.  Blake. 

4.  ONLY  A  GUARD  ROOM  DOG.   By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 

5.  THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET.   By  Harry  Colling- 

WOOD. 

6.  MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOYAGE.    By  W.  Clark 

Russell. 

7.  SYD  BELTON  :  Or,  The  Boy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea. 

By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Peacock  Library 

A  Series  of  Books  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors, 
handso7Jiely  boiuid  in  hhie  and  silver,  and  well  illustrated. 

1.  A  PINCH  OF  EXPERIENCE.    By  L.  B.  Walford. 

2.  THE  RED  GRANGE.    By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

3.  THE  SECRET  OF  MADAME  DE  MONLUC.     By  the 

Author  of  '  Mdle  Mori.' 

4.  DUMPS.    By  Mrs.  Parr,  Author  of  'Adam  and  Eve.' 

5.  OUT  OF  THE  FASHION.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

6.  A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 

7.  HEPSY  GIPSY.    By  L.  T.  Meade,    is.  6d. 

8.  THE  HONOURABLE  MISS.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

9.  MY  LAND  OF  BEULAH.    By  Mrs.  Leith  Adams. 


University  Extension  Series 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable 
for  extension  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  com- 
plete in  itself,  and  the  subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a 
broad  and  philosophic  spirit. 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 
Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 
Crown  8vo.    Price  {with  some  exceptions)  2s.  6d. 
The  following  volumes  are  ready : — 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.  By  H.  de 
B.  GiBBiNS,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Wadham  College,  Oxon.,  Cobden 
Prizeman.  Fourth  Edition.  With  Maps  and  Plans,  t^s. 
'A  compact  and  clear  story  of  our  ndustrial  development.  A  study  of  this  concise 
but  luminous  book  cannot  fail  to  give  the  reader  a  clear  insight  into  the  principal 
phenomena  of  our  industrial  history.  The  editor  and  publishers  are  to  be  congrat- 
ulated on  this  first  volume  of  their  venture,  and  vv^e  shall  look  with  expectant 
interest  for  the  succeeding  volumes  of  the  series.' —  University  Extension  Journal. 
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A  HISTORY, OF  ENGLISH  POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  By 
L.  L.  Price,  M.A.  ,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxon.  Second  Edition. 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Industrial 
Conditions  of  the  Poor.    By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.   By  A.  Sharp. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.   By  J.  E.  Symes,  M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY.  By  F.  S.  Granger,  M.A.,  Lecturer  in  Philo- 
sophy at  University  College,  Nottingham. 

THE  EVOLUTION  OF  PLANT  LIFE  :  Lower  Forms.  By 
G.  Massee,  Kew  Gardens.     With  Illustrations* 

AIR  AND  WATER.    Professor  V.  B.  Lewes,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.  By  C.  W. 
KiMMlNS,  M.A.  Camb.  Illustrated. 

THE  MECHANICS  OF  DAILY  LIFE.  By  V.  P.  Sells,  M.A. 
Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS.   H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  M.A. 
ENGLISH  TRADE  AND   FINANCE   IN  THE  SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  By  W.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.    The  Elementary  Principles  of 

Chemistry.    By  M.  M.  Pattison  Muir,  M.A.  Illustrated. 
A  TEXT-BOOK  OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY.  By  M.  C. 

Potter,  M.A.,  F.L.S.    Illustrated.    3^.  6d. 
THE  VAULT   OF  HEAVEN.     A  Popular  Introduction  to 

Astronomy.  By  R.  A.  Gregory.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
METEOROLOGY.    The  Elements  of  Weather  and  Climate. 

By  H,  N.  Dickson,  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.  Met.  Soc.  Illustrated. 
A  MANUAL  OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.    By  George 

J.  Burch,  M.A.     With  numerous  Illustrations.  3J. 
THE  EARTH.    An  Introduction  [to  Physiography.    By  Evan 

Small,  M.A.  Illustrated. 
INSECT  LIFE.    By  F.  W.  Theobald,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO  BROWNING.  By 

W.  M.  DixoN,  M.A. 
ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.    By  E.  Jenks,  M.A., 

Professor  of  Law  at  University  College,  Liverpool. 
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Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  M.A. 

Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 
A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic, 
and  industrial  interest  that  are  at  the  present  moment  fore- 
most in  the  public  mind.  Each  volume  of  the  series  is  written  by  an 
author  who  is  an  acknowledged  authority  upon  the  subject  with  which 
he  deals. 

TAe  following  Volumes  of  the  Series  are  ready  : — 

TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW  AND  OLD.    By  G.  Howell, 
Author  of  '  The  Conflicts  of  Capital  and  Labour.'    Second  Edition. 

THE  CO-OPERATIVE  MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.     By  G.  J. 

HoLYOAKE,  Author  of  '  The  History  of  Co-operation. '  Second 
Edition. 

MUTUAL  THRIFT.    By  Rev.  J.  Frome  Wilkinson,  M.A., 
Author  of  '  The  Friendly  Society  Movement. ' 

PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Industrial 
Conditions  of  the  Poor.    By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A.    Third  Edition. 

THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.     By  C.  F.  Bastable, 
M.A.,  Professor  of  Economics  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 

THE  ALIEN  INVASION.  By  W.  H.  Wilkins,  B.A.,  Secretary 

to  the  wSociety  for  Preventing  the  Immigration  of  Destitute  Aliens. 

THE  RURAL  EXODUS.    By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 

LAND  NATIONALIZATION.    By  Harold  Cox,  B.A. 

A  SHORTER  WORKING  DAY.     By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins 
and  R.  A.  Hadfield,  of  the  Hecla  Works,  Sheffield. 

BACK  TO  THE  LAND  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Cure  for  Rural 
Depopulation.    By  H.  E.  Moore. 

TRUSTS,  POOLS  AND  CORNERS  :  As  affecting  Commerce 
and  Industry.    By  J.  Stephen  Jeans,  M.R.I.,  F.S.S. 

THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM.    By  R.  CooKE  Taylor. 

THE  STATE   AND  ITS   CHILDREN.     By  Gertrude 
Tuckwell. 

WOMEN'S  WORK.  By  Lady  Dilke,  Miss  Bulley,  and 
Miss  Whitley. 
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MUNICIPALITIES  AT  WORK.  The  Municipal  Policy  of 
Six  Great  Towns,  and  its  Influence  on  their  Social  Welfare.  By 
Frederick  Dolman. 

SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN  THOUGHT.  By  M.  Kauf- 
man n. 

THE  HOUSING  OF  THE  WORKING  CLASSES.    By  R. 

F.  BOWMAKER. 

MODERN  CIVILISATION  IN  SOME  OF  ITS  ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS.  By  W.  Cunningham,  D.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H.  F.  FOX,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose 
College,  Oxford. 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  issuing  a  New  Series  of  Translations  from  the 
Greek  and  Latin  Classics.  They  have  enlisted  the  services  of  some 
of  the  best  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Scholars,  and  it  is  their  intention  that 
the  Series  shall  be  distinguished  by  literary  excellence  as  well  as  by 
scholarly  accuracy. 

yESCHYLUS — Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eumenides.  Trans- 
lated by  Lewis  Campbell,  LL.D.,  late  Professor  of  Greek  at  St. 
Andrews.  51. 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N.  P.  MoOR,  M.A., 
Assistant  Master  at  Clifton.    3^.  6d. 

CICERO— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone,  Pro  Murena,  Philippic  11., 
In  Catilinam).  Translated  by  H.  E.  D.  Blakiston,  M.A.,  Fellow 
and  Tutor  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  ^s. 

CICERO— De  Natura  Deorum.  Translated  by  F.  Brooks 
M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol  College,  Oxford.    3^.  (>d. 

LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Menippus,  The  Cock, 
The  Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of  Falsehood).  Translated  by 
S.  T.  Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Clifton;  late  Scholar  of 
Exeter  College,  Oxford.    3^.  6d. 

SOPHOCLES— Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by  E.  D.  A. 
Morshead,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  New  College,  Oxford  ;  Assistant 
Master  at  Winchester.    2s.  6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola  and  Germania.  Translated  by  R.  B. 
Townshend,  late  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.    2s.  6d. 
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Educational  Books 

CLASSICAL 

TACITI  AGRICOLA.  With  Introduction,  Notes,  Map,  etc. 
By  R.  F.  Davis,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Weymouth  College. 
Crown  Svo.  2s. 

TACITI  GERMAN  I  A.    By  the  same  Editor.    Crown  2>vo.  2s. 

HERODOTUS:  EASY  SELECTIONS.     With  Vocabulary. 

By  A.  C.  LiDDELL,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Nottingham  High 

School.     Fcap.  Svo,    is.  6d. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  ODYSSEY.     By  E.  D.  Stone, 

M.A.,  late  Assistant  Master  at  Eton.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 
PLAUTUS  :  THE  CAPTIVI.    Adapted  for  Lower  Forms  by 

J.  H.  Freese,  M.  A.,  late  Fellow  of  St.  John's,  Cambridge,  is.  (>d. 
DEMOSTHENES  AGAINST  CONON  AND  CALLICLES. 

Edited  with  Notes,  and  Vocabulary,  by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A., 

formerly  Scholar  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford  ;  Assistant  Master  at 

Denstone  College.    Fcap.  Svo.  2s. 

GERMAN 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR.     By  H.  de  B. 
GiBBiNS,  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  at  Nottingham  High  School. 
Crown  S7J0.    is.  6d. 
GERMAN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION. 
By  E.  M 'Queen  Gray.    Crown  Svo.    is.  6d. 

SCIENCE 

E  WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.     Including  Chemistry,  Heat. 
Light,  Sound,  Magnetism,  Electricity,  Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology, 
Astronomy,  and  Geology.    By  R.  Elliot  Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 
147  Illustrations.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
'  Mr.  Steel's  Manual  is  admirable  in  many  ways.    The  book  is  well  calculated  to 

attract  and  retain  the  attention  of  the  young.' — Saturday  Review. 
'  If  Mr.  Steel  is  to  be  placed  second  to  any  for  this  quality  of  lucidity,  it  is  only  to 
Huxley  himself ;  and  to  be  named  in  the  same  breath  with  this  master  of  the 
craft  of  teaching  is  to  be  accredited  with  the  clearness  of  style  and  simplicity  of 
arrangement  that  belong  to  thorough  mastery  of  a  subject.' — Parents'  Review. 

ELEMENTARY  LIGHT.  By  R.  E.  Steel.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.    a,s.  6d. 
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ENGLISH 

ENGLISH   RECORDS.     A   Companion  to  the  History  of 

England.    By  H.  E.  Malden,  M.A.    Crown  2,vo.    3^.  6d. 

A  book  which  aims  at  concentrating  information  upon  dates,  genealogy,  officials, 
constitutional  documents,  etc.,  which  is  usually  found  scattered  in  different 
volumes. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN:  HIS  RIGHTS  AND  DUTIES. 
By  H.  E.  Malden,  M.A.    i^.  6d, 

'  The  book  goes  over  the  same  ground  as  is  traversed  in  the  school  books  on  this 
subject  written  to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  the  Education  code.  It  would 
serve  admirably  the  purposes  of  a  text-book,  as  it  is  well^  based  in  historical 
facts,  and  keeps  quite  clear  of  party  matters.' — Scotsman. 

METHUEN'S   COMMERCIAL  SERIES. 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  M.A. 

BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND  COLONIES  FROM  ELIZA- 
BETH TO  VICTORIA.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins,  M.A.,  Author  of 
*  The  Industrial  History  of  England,'  etc.*etc.  2s, 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  H.  de  B. 
Gibbins,  M.A.    is.  6d. 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COMMERCE.  By  H.  DE  B.  Gibbins, 
M.A.  is.6d. 

A  MANUAL  OF  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. By  S.  E.  Bally,  Modern  Language  Master  at 
the  Manchester  Grammar  School.  2s. 

A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  READER.    By  S.  E.  Bally. 

2S. 

COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY,  with  special  reference  to  Trade 
Routes,  New  Markets,  and  Manufacturing  Districts.  By  L.  W.  Lyde, 
M.A.,  of  the  Academy,  Glasgow.  2s. 

A  PRIMER  OF  BUSINESS.    By  S.  Jackson,  M.A.    is.  6d. 

COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC  By  F.  G.  Taylor, 
M.A.    IS.  6d. 
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works  by  a.  m.  m.  8tedman,  m.a. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on  Elementary  Accidence. 

Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.  is. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.    Fourth  Edition.    CrownZvo.  is. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes  adapted  to  the 
Shorter  Latin  Primer  and  Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
IS.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  CAESAR.  Part  i.  The  Hel- 
vetian War.    iSr?io.  is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  Part  I.  The  Kings  of 
Rome.    iSmo.    is.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLA- 
TION.   T/iird  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Lessons  in  Latin  Accidence. 
With  Vocabulary.    Crozun  Svo.  is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE  SYNTAX  OF  THE 
SHORTER  AND  REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With  Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d.  Issued  with  the  con- 
sent of  Dr.  Kennedy. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE  :  Rules  and 
Exercises.    Crown  Svo.    is.  6d.    With  Vocabulary.  2s. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous  Latin  Exercises  on 
Common  Rules  and  Idioms.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  is.  6d. 
With  Vocabulary,  2s. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION  :  Arranged 
according  to  Subjects.    Fourth  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS  AND  PHRASES. 

lS7)l0.  IS. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.    iSino.  is. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLA- 
TION.   Fcap.  Svo.    IS.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION.  Arranged 
according  to  Subjects.    Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS.  For  the  use  of 
Schools.  Third  Edition,  With  Introduction,  Notes,  and  Vocabu- 
lary.   Fcap.  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
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STEPS  TO  FRENCH.    iZmo.  M. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.    Crown  Svo.  is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLA- 
TION.   Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.    is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELEMENTARY 
SYNTAX.    With  Vocabulary.    Crozan  Svo.    2s.  6d. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETITION  :  Arranged 
according  to  Subjects.    Third  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.  is. 

SCHOOL  EXAMINATION  SERIES, 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A. 
Crown  Svo.    2s.  6d. 
FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANE- 
OUS GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A. 
Sixth  Edition. 

A  Key,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private  Students  only,  to  be  had  on 
application  to  the  Publishers.  Second  Edition.   Crown  Svo.    6s.  net. 

LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A. 
Fourth  Edition.    Key  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A. 
Third  Edition.    Key  issued  as  above.    6s^.  net. 

GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  MISCELLANE- 
OUS GRAMMAR  AND  IDIOMS.  By  R.  J.  Morich,  Man- 
chester.    Third  Edition.    Key  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 

HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
By  C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.,  Clifton  Coll. 

SCIENCE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  ByR.  E.  Steel,  M.A., 
F.C.S.,  Chief  Natural  Science  Master,  Bradford  Grammar  School. 
In  two  vols.    Part  i.  Chemistry ;  Part  il.  Physics. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.  A.  Second  Edition.  Key  issued  as 
above.    Ts.  net. 
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